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64" HDTV 





DVX8000 multimedia home theater 




Clvi^iM^ ColUcilovo 

Forget movie lines and overcrowded shows: 
turn your house Into a digital multimedia 
dream.The Philips 64" HDTV puts traditional 
wide-screens to shame with a Dynamic 
Focus rear-projection unit, Dolby Digital™ 



sound, and high-definition quality. Hook 
up to the Philips DVD player 420 to 
play audio CDs and DVD-Video Disks. 
For an incredible experience, interface 
with the Philips DVX 8000 multimedia 
home theater, featuring a DVD player, 
a 233 MHz Pentium® MMX processor, 
Windows® 95, and wireless keyboard. 
And control it all with the Philips Pronto 
LCD touchscreen remote control. 
I've got to admit it's getting better. 
www.PhilipsUSA.com 

© I9M PMipi flenroMO Nor* tiwnci Corp. Mb; Dijinl a j tntrnxV o( 
(Mbr tjboraionn Uiiiimg (Mp Wimhm and Windwn HI m tillur uxhmiita 
H njBMmi ttidtmiih ol Mnroioli Corporiiion. Pwiium uii HhX ite ntlKr 
indmaita « rtBiund uxkiuila el Iniri Cwronlm. 





L I fe's 



A BITCH AND 
THEN YOU DIE. 

AND THEN 
YOU WAKE UP 

100 YEARS LATER 
AND life's still 



A 



BITCH. 



It's not every day that you're awakened from the dead. Much less to battle scarecrows, zombies and flying 
clocks for the honor of your kingdom. Poor Sir Dan. He's the undead knight on a gothic quest to avenge the 
forces of darkness. The dead are now undead. The living are crazed maniacs. And the once-mild-mannered 
pumpkins are now cold assassins. But Sir Dan's got a mighty arsenal -from crossbows, axes and daggers to 
lightning rods, swords and the occasional chicken drumstick - to fight his way through a dazzling 3-D 
journey Although after being dead for 100 years he probably could just kill them with his morning breath. 
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lUMP BEFORE I TAKE OFF. 
HE HELP I HEEOr 




Naugtitv Dog. Inc. All nghts reserved Visit us si www.naughtvdog.com 
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You know, inspiration 
is a cool thing. 
You never know where 
you're gonna get it. 
Now I've been lucky 
enough to have plenty. 
Motown. Big bands. 
Jazz. Love. 

That's what it's all about. 
Just listen. That's where 
my inspiration comes from. 
What about yours? 
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com 



got Phil's inspirations. And 
50,000 CDs and 40,000 
we've got yours too. 
ON SALE at Total E.com. 
that's Total Entertainment. 



Ifpu don't oiun one yet. 
iiou sliould consider liaviny ijoor 
cove mired for eleciricilii. 
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Fred Segal 
Santa Monica, CA 

SUITE 1024 (212) 563-0761 
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DJ Rap and Neotropic — one's pouty, the other's 
punky — have taken London clubland by storm. 
BV WILL HERMES 
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They put the spice in girls, convince nice young 
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and vogue like drag queens. The Oz-like, all-con- 
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charge. A tribute to the best. BV joshur clouer 
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the WCW. And in this comer, waving around a 
Styrofoam finger shooting the bird, we have the 
WWF. Are you ready to rumble? BV MHRK SCHOIME 

P.I38 FRSHION: STRRDUSTEO 
PHOTOGRRPHS BV MRRCELO KRRSILCIC 

P. 144 GHETTO SUPERSTRR 

With a second solo album set to tear up the 
charts, Wu hottie Method Man is ready to 
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Officer, l*d like to report 

a mugging: wrestling god 
Goldberg (er, right) with 
Spin photographer Terry 
Richardson. Cover photo 
by Peter Robathan. 
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About to say something witty, 
but (res dry: Black Box 
Recorder, from left. Luke Haines. 
John Moore. Sarah Niney. 
Photo by Hof St Olekgetdes. 
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Instead of your own personal fur coat, get the 
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coat 



Convert Dezar Parka!" It s specifically designed to 



CONVERT 



meet the toughest demands of snowboarding and 



meeting cuties. The Dezar s made from 1007. nylon 



Technicloth ir"with Slimtech™ insulation, plus 



• of fl • 

H H an adjustable pow der skirt and hideaway hood. 

d V hair 

I . Which allows you to feel warm and fuzzy without 

b u t 
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worrying about fleas, dandruff or 



scaring girls because 



it. 




you look like Bigfoot. 
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SPIN P.O. BOX 51635 BOULDER, CO. 80322-1635 





FOR A CATALOG CALL: BOO . S H O E . -4 1 1 VISIT WWW.SKECHERS.COM 



AVAILABLE AX: 

MILLER'S OUTPOST - JARMAN - JOURtSlEYS - TRACK & TRAIL 




Enn LriV IE 



Featuring 
high energy 
performances of 
"Down", 
"Homebrew", 
"Beautiful □isast;er" 
and more. 




IN STORES NOW 



SHN 



EDirORlNCHiEF 
EXECUTIVE EDITOR 
MANAGING EDITOR 
FEATURES EDITOR 
SENIOR EDITORS 

ASSOCIATE EDITOR (MUSIC NEWS) 
EDITORS-AT-LARGE 
STAFF WRITERS 
COPY CHIEF 
RESEAfiCH EDITOR 
ASSISTANT RESEARCH EDITOR 
PRODUCTION EDITOR 
ASSISTANT TO THE EDITOR-IN -CHIEF 
EDITORIAL ADMINISTRATOR 



Michael Hirschom 

Craig Alarks 

DeDe DeMoss 

Darid Moodie 

Charles »aron, Sia Michel, 

Simon Re)rnolds, L. Christopher Smith 

Tracey Pepper 

Kim France, Bill Tonelll 

Chris Norris, RJ Smith 

Gaylord Fields 

Aniiy Gensler 

Greg Mllner 

Matthew Schwenk 

l^ictoria DeSilirerio 

Jessica Letkemann 



SENIOR CONTRIBUTING WRITERS Joshua Clorer, Mike Rubin, 
Mark Schone, Eric Weisbard 

CONTRIBUTING EDrroRS Hilton ><ls, Dayid S. Bennahum, Jonathan Bernstein, 
lev Borow, Lil|r Burana, Maureen Callahan, 
Julia Chaplin, Dennis Cooper, Richard Gehr, 
Dafid Kushner, Sean Landers, Darceir Steinke, 
Joy Williams, Jack tVomack 



CREATIVE CONSULTANTS Markus Kiersztan, Christiaan Kuypers 



ART DIRECTOR Lisa Steinmeyer 
ASSOCIATE ART DIRECTOR Garland Lyn 

PHOTO EDITOR Coiy Jacobs 
ASSISTANT PHOTO EDITOR Prim Chuensumran 
CONTRIBUTING PHOTOGRAPHERS Mark >1lesky, Xlexei Hay, Frederike HelMrig, 
Martina Hoogland-lranow, Marcelo Krasilcic, 
Michael Lewis, Dana Lixenberg, Dieter Mayr, 
! John Minh Nguyen, Terry Richardson, 
John Scarisbrick, Tom Schierlltz, Norbert Schoemer, 
Elfie Semotan, James Smolka, Snorri Bros, 
Inez Van Lamsweerde & Vinoodh Matadin, 
Paul tVetherall. Christian IVitkin 



EDITORIAL FASHION DIRECTOR Haidee Findlay-Lcnn 



Eorrofiuu. director 1 Gilbert Rogin 

DiGrrAL IMAGING by Icon Communications 
PRINTING by World Color 

FOUNDER Bob Guccione, Jr. 

VIBE/SPIN VENTURES Quincy Jones, Robert L. Miller, DaKid Salzman, 
I Keith T. Clinkscales, John Rollins, 
Gilbert Rogin, Michael Hirschom 



FOR QUESTIONS ABOUT NEW OR CURRENT 

SUBSCRIPTIONS. CALL (8001 274-7597. 

TO CHANGE YOUR ADDRESS. SEND BOTH OLD 

AND NEW ADDRESSES TO 

SPIN. PO BOX 51635. BOULDER, CO 80322-1635. 
ALLOW SIX TO EIGHT WEEKS FOR PROCESSING. 






ERICKS 

QUIKSILVER^ 

MEN WHO RIDE MOUNTAINS 

BIG WAVE EVENT 

ALF MOON BAY 

OVEMBER 1, 1998 -JANUARY 27, 1999 

0 FOOT PLU 















f 














SHN 



SEALHUMANBEING 





PUBLISHER 
ADVERTISING DIRECTOR 
FASHION ADVERTISING DIRECTOR 
SPORTSWEAR MANAGER 
SENIOR ACCOUNT MANAGER 
MUSIC AND ENTERTAINMENT MANAGER 
ACCOUNT MANAGER 
CLASSIFIED MANAGER 
ADVERTISING COORDINATOR 
EXECUTIVE ASSISTANT TO THE PUBLISHER 
ADVERTISING ASSISTANTS 

MARKETING DIRECTOR 
MARKETING RESEARCH DIRECTOR 
PUBLIC RELATIONS DIRECTOR 
MARKETING MANAGER 
EVENTS ASSOCIATE 
CREATIVE SERVICES ART DIRECTOR 
CREATIVE SERVICES ASSOCIATE 
PUBUC RELATIONS ASSOCIATE 
RESEARCH ANALYST 
MARKETING ASSISTANT 



John Rollins 

Malcolm Campbell 

Mike Fish 

Mark Oltarsh 

James Campbell 

Andrew I. Cohn 

Ken PiolroMrskI 

Am Darid 

Dan O'Conor 

Michelle Tennant 

Patricia E. Charles, Jen Schiffer 

Jeanlne Triolo 
Belle C. Fu 
Jason Roth 
Kate Carrington 
Chris Garrity 
Fernando Mancuello 
Mail! Holiman 
>ldrienne D'AmHa 
AWi C. Cok 
Barbara Lang 



MEDIA VENTURES SALES DIRECTOR NaUian T. Misner 

MEDIA VENTURES ASSOCIATE SUSan HObSOn 

ONUNE EXECUTIVE EDrroR RoH Richardson 
ONLINE MUSIC EDITOR >lndy Gensler 

NEW YORK ADVERTISING SALES 205 LEXINGTON AVE., NEW YORK. NY 10016 
(212) 231-7400: FAX (2121 231-7300 

SOUTHERN CAUFORNIA ADVERTISING SALES i 720 WILSHIRE BLVD., SUITE 301. SANTA MONICA. CA 90401 

(310) 451 -9038; FAX (310) 461 -9108 

SOUTHERN CAUFORNIA SALES DIRECTOR >lnita Rao-Keech 
SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA SALES MANAGER Molljr Ballantine 
SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA ACCOUNT MANAGER Marian Enslef 
SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA SALES ASSISTANT Danya Limeh 

PACIFIC NORTHWEST ADVERTISING SALES 2 EMBARCADERO CTR., SUTTE 2360, 

SAN FRANCISCO. CA 94111 (415)391-9770; FAX(41S)3»1-9772 

PACIFIC NORTHWEST SALES MANAGER Kathleen Guthfie 
PACiRC NORTHWEST SALES ASSISTANT Usa Hartigan 

MIDWEST ADVERTISING SALES CHRISTOPHER SCHUBA 4 COMPANY. 

650 N. DEARBORN. SUITE 650. CHICAGO. IL 60610 
(312) 482-8099: FAX (312)482-8094 

MIDWEST ADVERTISING REPRESENTATIVE Christopher Schuba 

MIDWEST AOVERTISINO REPRESENTATIVE Dufkill Guthfie 

MIDWEST ADVERTISING SALES ASSISTANT ; Judy Smith 

DETROrT ADVERTISING SALES i 850 STEPHENSON HWY.. 

SUITE 322. TROY Ml 48083 
(248)577 6547: FAX (248)677-65S8 

DETROd SALES MANAGER | Paige Pfeffer 

EUROPEAN ADVERTISING SALES i J.B. MEDIA SRL, PIAZZA SANTERASM0 1, 20121 MILAN, ITALY 

I (01 1-39-2) 2901 -3427: FAX (011 -39-2) 2901 -3491 

EUROPEAN ADVERTISING REPRESENTATIVES Jeffrey Bymos, Cristipa Riccio 

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING SALES (312) 321-7912: FAX (312) 321-7016 



EXECUTIVE VICE PRESIDENT/QM Ame WelCh 



CIRCULATION DIRECTOR 
NEWSSTAND DIRECTOR 
SUBSCRIPTION MANAGER 
FULFILLMENT MANAGER 
CIRCULATION COORDINATOR 
NEWSSTAND ASSOCIATE 
NEWSSTAND COORDINATOR 



Dana Sacher 
Michelle Sheldlower 
Leslie Guarnierl 
Susan Young 
llene Burros 
Holly Drawbaugh 
Derrlal T. Christon 



PRODUCTION DIRECTOR Ryan Jones 

PRODUCTION MANAGER OriS D'/tmll 

ADVERTISING PRODUCTION MANAGER 4lecia Ward 

ADVERTISING PRODUCTION COORDINATOR Maria Raha 



EXECUTIVE VICE PRESiDENT/cFo Halina Feldsott 

ACCOUNTS MANAGER Dawn Labriola 

ACCOUNTING ASSISTANT Hotvard Pomerantz 

RECEPTIONIST Lorl H. Gray 




HOME ENTER T A 1\N M E N 1 






KURT RII«\e|^^^^^Kis 




DVD action so hard-core 



we hesitate to call it software 
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wherever DVDs 
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For nearly 40 years, aviators from the Naval, Marine 
and U.S. Air Forces have been kept v\/arm and dry in 
clothing supplied by one company. 
Alpha Industries Inc. Today, in less 
threatening times, Alpha Industries 
uses its manufacturing and design 
talents to create stylish, functional clothing for the 
world at large. Spend your peace dividend. ■ 
Invest in an N3-B Snow Parka by Alpha. 

www.alphaindustries.com ALPHA 
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Cueing, mixing, scratcbing. Changing pitujb, changing key, 
changing speed. Changing the music. Changing the world. 





The S-IOO Pbo DJ SreiEU features the auazing ne* CDJ-IOOS. 

THE HRST FBONT SUJT-IOAWNG "DIGrTAL TlKtNTABlE." IT S f«ST- LOADS 
IN THREE SECONDS. SEARCHES AT AN INCREDIBLE ONE SECOND PER 
MINUTE. It INCLUDES TEMRO CONTROL. ON-BOARO DIGITAL EFFECTS, 
OIGITAl OUTPUT. AND MORE. AnO IT COSTS A LOT LESS THAN JOU THINK. 



For more info, call 800-782-7210. 

Ofl CATCH US on THE WES AT 

www.pioneerusa,com/pro_d| 
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OAVm S. KHHAHUM 
"MassuK >tttack," page 163 
Quote: "I look at it as an arms race,' Ben- 
nahum says of the new multimillion-dollar 
videogames. "Marketers keep coming up 
with more and more fine-tuned means of 
coercing people into shopping. Ultima 
Gaming is the highest level of that" 
Has Written for. Wired. I.D., New York 
Upcoming: Extra Life: Coming of Age in 
Cyberspace (Basic Books), out this month 



SnV\A P>inERSON 
"Cruel Britannia," page 128 
Quote: 'The guys in Black Box Recorder 
are the funniest people I've ever met in 
my life. They're arch and wry, and terribly 
English. Everything they say should have 
quotation marks around it." Has Written 
for: tlie Face, Details, Deluxe Quirky 
Fact: lives under a glass roof that's leaking 
in 17 places 



PETER R0B>1TH/)N 
"Pop Star 2000," page 106 
Quote: "He was less mad than he's 
famous for being. I think he's deliberately 
trying to gel away from that. He seems to 
be very motivated by peace and quiet." 
Has Shot for The Face, Arena Homme 
Plus, Interview 



FREDERIKE HELmG 
"D^.T. Girls," page 120 
Quote: "I worked freestyle. Anything 
goes. Before I got there, I chose the cam- 
era and that was it.' Has Shot for I.D., 
ttte Face, Arena Technical Bias: passion- 
ately dislikes Polaroids 



BOB OAm 

"Killing Happens," page 95 
Quote: "The thing that struck me as most 
totally wrong in any of these new horror 
films was a moment in Disturbing Behavior 
when, after a long series of rock refer- 
ences, a character screams, 'Hey, teacher, 
leave those kids alone' before killing 
someone." Day Job: professor of film 
production at Cal State, Fullerton 
Scary Fact: holds a Ph.D. in Ancient 
History from Harvard 
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SHE'S THE REAL DEAL. TOTAL 
PACKAGE AND ALL. WITH A ROCKET 
LAUNCHER AND A RED-LINE. 
REF'JSE-T0-L9SE ATTITUDE. LARA 
SEES MORE ACTION THAN MOST 
ACTION HEROES COULD STOMACH. 
IT'S NOT IN HER BLOOD, IT IS 
HER BLOOD. SHE'S AN ADVENTORER 
WITH A HIP SHOOTER'S MENTALny^ 
AND A RAPID-FIRE BODY. THERE S 
NO ROOM FOR WANNABES IN HER 
LINE OF WORK. 
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GOING POST/IL 



'I RB4D THE /ARTICLE ON THE BEASm BO/S 
IN ONE TR/-R>^RE FOR A PERSON H/ITH MY 

/1TTENTION SB4N." —Crystal Marze 




Shiny >1didas Track Suits 

Thanks for the very informative article 
on the Beastie Boys [cover, Septem- 
ber). I read it all in one try— which is rare 
for a person with my attention span. 
I wanted to cut the pictures out but 
I couldn't bring myself to do it. Perhaps 
that's for the best; a girl can have only 
so many pictures of MCA in her bed- 
room before people start askin' ques- 
tions. One of my earliest memories is 
seeing "Fight for Your Right (To Partyl)" 
on MTV, before the plague known as 
New Kids on the Block broke out in the 
fourth grade. I admit I was worried the 
Beasties would fall into the same cate- 
gory as my ill-fated Guns N' Roses col- 
lection, but they continue to crank out 
music worthy of my CD tower. 
Crystal Marze 
Fort Mill, South Carolina 

I want to commend you on the latest issue. 
I love the new format and the three sepa- 
rate Beastie Boys covers. The new fash- 
ion direction is also a refreshing perspec- 
tive from stale, stagnant and homogenous 
editorials in comparable American publi- 
cations. Keep up the good work. 
K. Henry 

New York, New York 

Well, Spin, you've done something great 
this time. Not only did you feature the 
Beastie Boys on your cover, but you 
lovingly went through their history. This 
issue of Spin is by far the best I have ever 
spent my money and reading time on, 
and I congratulate you on doing such a 
wonderful job. 
Christine Quon 
Culver City, California 



I can't find enough words to express how 
happy you have made me. I have been a 
hard-core Beastie Boys fan for 1 2 years 
now, so when I saw the September issue, 
I just went nuts! Not only are the three 
covers amazing (the Ad-Rock cover is in a 
frame hanging on my wall), but "The Story 
of Yo" is beyond brilliant. We get the story 
of the Beastie Boys, not only from friends 
and musicians they've worked with but 
also from the Beasties themselves. What 
more could a fan ask for? 
Elizabeth Gode 
Brooklyn, New York 

Aliveit Indigestion 

"Super Fat Issue"? How about Big Fat 
Loada Crap! The two "Groovy Goons" who 
sold you on the idea that we need more 
ads ISeptember] are idiots. I am extremely 
pissed off that it took me some 60 pages 
to get to the Letters section, and 70 pages 
to get to a real article. I honestly don't think 
your readers want over 150 pages of 
anorexic supermodels and trendy shoes. 
Wade Durst 
Columbus, Ohm 

New Hope for the IVretched 

Spin is to be commended for its recent 
article on Wendy O. Williams ["The Love 
Song of Wendy Q. Williams," Septem- 
ber], and so should its author, Joy 
Williams. Many of the author's insights 
are right on, and she makes a real con- 
tribution toward capturing a part of 
who Wendy was. Wendy was so utterly 
exceptional in ways that go beyond the 
stereotypical modes of categorization, 
it is almost inevitable such an article 
would fall short. There are a number of 
factual errors, however, and some deeper 



issues that should be elaborated upon. 
For factual historical details, the reader is 
referred to www.plasmatics.com. 

With her discussion of Flaubert Joy 
Williams, is right on in recognizing that 
the Plasmatics were about fighting the 
lack of authenticity in contemporary cul- 
tural life. The dadaists made this their 
creed; and Wendy certainly was an 
unequivocal natural dadaist For Wendy, 
complacency (denial), or "going along 
with," was not even an option. Living on 
the edge where others feel fear, anxiety, 
and dread was the only place where 
Wendy felt comfortable. It wasn't intellec- 
tual dilettantism: rather, she was empow- 
ered to proceed where others would not 
dare, to put herself on the line time and 
time again for her art and her audience. 
In the end, it was this, too, that enabled 
her to intentionally and methodically take 
her own life. 

There is an existential place one can go 
where, by utterly abandoning convention 
for convention's sake, the deepest 
thoughts and the most passionate feel- 
ings can be accessed-a place of authen- 
ticity so intense or "real" it becomes utterly 
irreconcilable with the ennui, as Joy 
Williams characterizes it, of ordinary life. 
It is this place, presumably, that Flaubert, 
et al., were trying to reach, and for a 
remarkably long period of time it's just 
this place that Wendy reached through 
her work. This is the wonderful, rare, and 
inspiring news— the part we should cele- 
brate. What she took as the false game- 
playing and the repression of thoughts 
and feelings demanded by the hy- 
pocricies of daily life was actually the 
source of her remari^able, unambiguous 
authenticity; and fortunately for us, this 



SPINONLINE 
keKtvord: SPIN on AQl 

Far trtf AOL loftwara, call IB00IS92-00I1. 

Beverly Hellbllly A charming, clever, and 
rather whimsical young man by the name of 
Robert Zombie slopped by SPINonline to 
wax poetic on a wide range of topics includ- 
ing Satan, necrophilia, the apocalypse, and, 
of course, hell. Log on November 7 for the 
insightful musings of this jocular cosmopolitan. 

There's Something About Melissa 

Melissa Auf der Maur has the rare ability to 
turn the most hard-nosed, cynical indie rocker 
boys into salivating goats. Still, Hole's comely 
bassist remains a virtual mystery. SPINStyle 
Online bravely ventures into the Courtney- 
cast shadows on November 15 to illuminate 
modern rock's secret heartthrob. 

Fatt>oy's Generation Ecstasy Patboy 

Slim's new joint, You've Come a Long Way. 
Baby {see Reviews) could be the subtitle to 
Spin Senior Editor Simon Reynolds's new 
book Generation Ecstasy: Into the World 
of Techno and Rave Culture. We'd like you 
to find out why as SPINonline gives copies 
i of both to the first ten cyberirons who can 
i correctly guess Fatboy's and Reynolds's pre- 
! scnbed method to achieving better livmg at 
i SPINtronicWaol.com. 

; SPINdex Since Marilyn Manson became 

: a glam queen, Madonna a Ganesh-loving 

i Hindu, and Courtney an honorary member 

i of Fleetwood Mac. we"d like to know your 

; thoughts on image makeovers. Are these just 

j schticks? Who's next, and what will they do? 

1 E-mail predictions to SP1Ntronic@aol.com. 

; ^und-Off Now that the Beasties have 
i encouraged Prodigy to change their song 
; to "Smack My Bliss Up." it's only appropri- 
\ ate Andrew J. Hoover (hoovy&juno.com) 
cite thai the following is his favorite new 
Beastieism: "I wanna say a little somethin' 
that's long overdue / The disrespect to 
women has got to be through / To all the 
mothers and the sisters and wives and 
friends / 1 want to offer my love and respect 
to the end." What, no more "wiffle bat?" 




Count Dragula: Rob Zombie 
at the 'N Sync tryouts. 
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lives on to inspire (and enrage the status 
quo) in the still vastly underrated legacy of 
her extraordinary virork. 
Rod Swenson 
Ashford, Connecticut 

The author was Wendy O. Williams Is 
longtime manager and companion. 

I may be nnisinterpreting Joy Williams's 
journalistic detachment, but her overall 
tone— especially the last line, "Really, it 
had been quite a love story'-seems to 
reinforce the radical notion (so popular 
with kids today) that death is something 
really cool, and that suicide is a viable 
alternative to working through one's prob- 
lems. She quotes Plato's justifications for 
suicide without sufficient examination. 
"Extraordinary sorrow"? "Unavoidable 
misfortune"? "Intolerable Disgrace"? 
Surely no one escapes one (or all three) 
of these at different times in his or her life. 
Even Richard Nixon, who was one of the 
most intolerable disgraces of American 
history, lived to a ripe old age and died of 
natural causes. Also, the writer portrays 
Wendy's friend, Rod Swenson, as a 
romantic bystander to the grand inevitabil- 
ity of Wendy's self-destruction. I under- 
stand respecting someone's wishes, 
but another's suicidal ideation is not the 
type of choice that should be honored, 
because that choice is usually made 
in a state of mind that nullifies rational 
decision-making processes. 
Adam Oliansky 
Minneapolis, Minnesota 

Joy Williams peered through the drama 
of exploding cars and peeled away the 
black tape in her tribute to Wendy O. 
Williams, showing me a side to her 
I never realized existed. R.I.P., Wendy. 
You'll be sorely missed. 
Daniel J. Hamlow 
Farmington, New Mexico 

Although I respect Wendy O. Williams's 
decision to end her own life, it still breaks 
my heart she is gone. Wendy was real. 
An authentic rebel. She felt truly alienat- 
ed and disgusted with our hypocritical 
society, and her appearance and the 
range of her voice weren't marketing 
strategies. It appears that while other 
"punks" have become that which they 
originally claimed to despise, Wendy 
remained true to herself. 

She was refreshing, especially in a 
world in which Madonna and Courtney 
wouldn't dare "break the rules' anymore, 
for fear of ruining their mainstream movie 
careers. She gave my angst a face and a 
voice. And she didn't get rich doing it. 
Anyone who cared enough to look 
beyond her stage antics also knew her to 
be a caring and spiritual being. Rod, my 
thoughts are with you. 
Charles F. Alexander 
New Orleans, Louisiana 



Wendy O. Williams defied all norms and 
questioned all authority. I saw her live in 
Colorado Springs when she went solo. 
When I shook her hand, she had the 
firmest handshake I've ever felt from a 
woman. And man, did she rock. Later 
I wrote her a fan letter and-this is no lie- 
she wrote back. I stopped hearing from 
Wendy after I sent her a plastic "Wendy 
O. Williams" doll dressed to look like 
her, with black electric tape on her chest. 
I never found out if she got it; maybe 
that's why she stopped writing. Having a 
strong affection for animals, and even 
feeding squirrels and groundhogs and 
running wildlife to rehabs, I am pained 
even more to learn in your article that 
Wendy had done the same. As one of 
Wendy's songs says, "Legends Never 
Die." No doubt Rod Swenson will never 
find another Wendy O. 
Mary Miller 

Paradise, Pennsylvania 

Am Candy 

I find it Ironic that in one issue you fea- 
ture the emergence of Bijou Phillips 
("Bijou Phillips Wants to Be Your Pop 
Star," September], and the demise of 
Wendy O. Williams. The music world 
always needs a Wendy and still does. It 
does not need a Bijou Phillips— and 
never has. So what if Phillips has a for- 
mer negligent druggie parent. Boo hoo. 
Tell it to the millions of inner city youths 
who live in poverty. Her parents' behav- 
ior is not an excuse to act like an ass. 
You guys can keep her manufactured 
career and her rehearsed rebellion. I'll 
keep W.O.W. 
Arthur Medina 
Corpus Chhsti, Texas 

Viva Fore/er 

While Robert Christgau [Live, Septem- 
ber) desperately tries to maintain his 
alterna-cred rep by critiquing the Spice 
Girls concert as "less than pure pop," he 
misses a few things; irony- and thrill- 
seeking twentysomethings, dancing drag 
queens, and ecstatic little girls screaming 
their hearts out— all letting the messiahs 
of Top 40 radio spice up their lives for a 
fulfilling two hours. At least he said he 
had fun. 

Braden Phillippe 
Edmonton, Alberta, Canada 

Really Deep Thoughts 

Just because you throw a thesaurus in the 
middle of a staff circle-jerk doesn't mean 
you turn out a valid magazine [September]. 

William Collins 
Red Bluff, California 

The only men who should wear skirts 
("Work That Skirt," September] are 
the Scots. 
S. McGregor 
Dallas, Texas 



\ Disgruntled 

: Employee of the ^onth 

I Our Beastie Boys article [cover, Septem- 
I ber| makes me want to gel lickied on malt 
j in a crowded White Castle parking lot and 
i do something ill with a hydraulic dildo. It 
j makes me want to croon "Smack My Bitch 
Up!" to some crafty ho in a go-go cage 
while playing Hide the Wiffle Ball Bat. It 
makes me wanna pry the yak-butter tea 
out the praying hands of an unsuspecting 
Tibetan monk and scream "Kick it!"— just 
to prove I'm still hard. \ 
I don't usually fantasize about doing ; 
those sort of things— anymore— but \ 
what's so great about Grand Royal, Silver ; 
Lake, sacred cow Sean Lennon. and 
folkie man-boy Ben Lee? (Back in the | 
day, the B-Boys would have trashed that j 
kangaroo's locker.) | 

These days, Beastie Boys genius is 
purely in marketing their world domina- 
tion; Make cool music, lord urban-hip 
cred over identity-clamonng masses. 
Transform them into rabid zombie con- 
sumers who so want a piece of the pie \ 
they'll wear XL shirts with '80s Moog 
i nostalgia and listen to bands they'd 
i otherwise hate— for example. Bis. 
1 Release mediocre-Tipper-Gore-would- 
j be-proud crap. Call it Old Skool. Cor- 
I rectly calculate thai your fans now won't 
i know the difference. 

But I was there, kid. Am I the only one 
j who's still down, still on the real? What 
i about the kids who never got the chance 
: to pretend that they were pistol packin' , 
I monkey drinking, never cower never 
i shower, dusted-out brats? Now they gotta 
j drink milk squeezed outta rice, debate for- 
i eign policy, and pretend they can locate 
j Tibet on a map. And you guys make it 
j seem like such a Utopia instead of the fas- j 
j cist high-school crap that it is. If Ad-Rock 
j decideslo wear pink bunny ears on his \ 
\ schlong and speak in Yiddish from now 
I on, how many people are gonna get with 
; his new consciousness? Too many. For 
! every kid the Beasties turn on to Lee 
■ "Scratch" Perry (who they pretend they 
; invented), they turn 50 into 'yope"-sick 
; drones. 

I By giving each a cover in the 9-8, 
\ Spin gives props to the Boys continuing 
i relevance when the reason why they're 
relevant is looked on as a shameful thing 
by the Beasties themselves. If this is 
what happens to you when you grow old, 
I hope I never live past 35 (I'm 30). 
j I can't wait for Limp Bizkit to become 
I rich enough to be political and start talk- 
: ing about NAMBLA and how Texas should } 
] secede from the Union. At least Marilyn 
Manson hangs out with CJorey Feldman 
and Leif Garrett. He knows it's better to 
be famous than righteous or holy > 

Tru dat, 

) Third desk from the window, 
between the water cooler and 
the exit sign 



The Letter From the Editor (September] 
states he is trying to "propel [Spin] 
into...the future." Why can't rt stay in the 
now? Why try to bo something that 
hasn't happened yet? 
Tamsen Turner 
Marshfield, Vermont 

Maybe we should all grow up a little 
and leave our cravings for fucking and 
blowjob vignettes behind [Liz Phair inter- 
view. Noise, September], 
Juliana Elliot 
Tuxedo, New York 

God is not some fashion trend that comes 
and goes. He's been around since the 
beginning of time, and will not stop exist- 
ing because some little brat thinks he 
knows what's going on outside his pathetic 
I'ltUe world (Going Postal, September]. 
Natalie Drozda 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 

This Charming Alan 

Your article on the anti-image and anti- 
corporate Elliott Smith and friends 
('Killing Them Softly," September] Is such 
a breath of fresh air. I adore Elliott's music 
and style -especially after his wonderfully 
awkward and sweet performance on the 
Academy Awards. 
Glen Periera 
Brooklyn, New York 

Canceled Reservations 

I have been an attorney for Indian tribes 
and tribal people for 1 2 years In the Seat- 
tle area. In the past seven years, I have 
attended more than 100 funerals of young 
people. They had either slit their wrists or, 
more commonly, hanged themselves, usu- 
ally outside on a tree by a river that flows 
through their reservation. I have seen the 
tragedy in the eyes of parents and siblings. 
Your Fashion spread (September] not only 
was beyond bad taste but left me in com- 
plete disbelief. How could you deliver 
such a brilliant and sensitive article about 
the youth suicide hangings on Indian 
reservations in your August issue ("The 
Blackout Game"], and then offer such a 
sickening display of poor judgment with a 
fashion photo of a young male hanging 
himself with a designer belt? Your fashion 
spread was not only not funny but was 
pathetically lacking responsible journal- 
ism. I wonder how many Indian teenagers, 
after paying more attention to your maga- 
zine through the article you printed on ttieir 
problems, saw that fashion photo. 
Lara Ann Lavi 
Seattle, Washington 

Readers Digest Readers 

I'm a long-time reader, first-time writer. 
I have been sitting back and reading 
about all these music junkies, like 
myself, who write in to debate their 
standpoints on the music industry and to 
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Spence put a new twist on an old philosophy. To be one with everything, he says, you've gotta have 
one 0/ everything. That's why he also has the new Ford Ranger. So he can seek wisdom on a mountain top. 
Take off in hot pursuit of enlightenment. And connect with Mother Earth. By looking no further than into 

the planet's coolest 4-door compact pickup. 

He says it gives him easy access to inner peace. Which makes him one happy soul. 



Ranger 4-Door 
SuperCab 



No other compact pickup has higher quality.' 
Only available 4-door compact pickup" 
America s best-selling compact pickup for n straight years. X 




1-800-258-FORDor 
www.fordvehicles.com 



'Based on an average of consumer-reported problems at 3-month5' ownership in a sun/ey of Ford and competitive models. "Excluding non-Ford branded derivatives. Available on XLT witii V-6 SuperCab, 
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The brand new double album. 




21 tracks featuring every single the band has released since 1 986, 
Including their brand new track 

"Only When I Lose Myself." ^ 



Strangelove > Never Let Me Down Again > Personal Jesus > 
Enjoy The Silence > Policy Of Truth > Everything Counts [Live] 
and many more. . .■ .__ ^ 



Touring October 27 thru Decemtjer 22 
(ttieir first major Worldwide Tour in 5 years)! 



re|yis6(ec.com BMUrE 
cl99eReofiseFI«onis L-S ™ 



KMEk SMTS:^ Breakdown of this month 's letters... 



Complaining about the number of ads: ^^^J 

in which readers actually counted the number of ads: 9% 

From obsessive-compulsives who tallied-up ads by category: 1% 

Still complaining about Natalie Imbruglia cover: 3% 

Mentioning various forms of excrement 10% 

Suggesting that readers use Spin as toilet paper: 6K 

Using the words hip or elitist: 12% 



Dissing other readers' letters: 15% 



From Californian reader Kenny Zimmerman: 13% 



Using hearts, smiley faces or stars to dot i's: 10% 



Identifying the three separate Beastie covers as a marketing scam: 5% 



Spreading love and appreciation for a job well done: H 
Complaining about the lack of Korn in magazine: 10% 



Written in mean, angry, and threate ning tone: ^^^^^ 

Accompanied by an issue torn and charred by flames: 1 % 



rip on each other (Going Postal, Sep- 
tember]— until now. September's issue 
threw me over the edge. First, will some- 
one please tell Kristy Compton of Char- 
lotte, North Carolina, to cool down? It's 
okay to stand up for your beliefs but 
don't knock a great artist like Natalie 
Imbruglia. I don't see you making 
millions. Second, on the Marilyn Man- 
son issue brought up by Michael Barrish 
of Port St. Lucie, Florida, I say rock on, 
bro. I'm not a very big Manson fan, but 
I believe we need him to show America 
there's still a First Amendment. Finally, 
to Tony Stockton of Roanoke, Virginia, 
last time I checked, it was reader's mail, 
not Reader 's Digest. 
Joe Sperdulo 
Briclftown, New Jersey 

Memo to Daniel J. tHamlow of Farmington, 
New Mexico: How dare you put Tori 
Amos in the same category as Alanis 
Morissette, Meredith Brooks, and Natalie 
Imbruglial Not all female artists belong in 
the same league. 
Kelly Kenyan 
Excelsior, Minnesota 

tf brevity is the soul of wit then Tony 

Stockton of Roanoke, Virginia is one 

unfunny guy. 

Mar* Turner 

Great Falls, Montana 

I couldn't believe my eyes when I read 
Michael Barrish's letter in your Septem- 
ber issue. I thought to myself, "Self, 
there's your soul mate!" We think exactly 
alike. I couldn't agree with him more. 
Why should my Marilyn Manson T-shirt or 
my Gothic attire distract anyone? I'm just 
like everyone else. And if I'm viewed as 
different, then that's not a good enough 
reason for school administrators to attack 



us. Michael, I love you and want to marry 
you in a morgue. 
Sarah Livingston 
Central Bridge, New York 

Fall Into the Gap 

I would love to thank Kim France for her 
small— but dense— column on the new 
television season ["More So-Called 
Lives,' September]. Your article is a really 
cool way of saying 'Felicity sucks." 
Tanya Franco 
Coachella, California 

Clarification 

In "All That Glitters" [October], it is sug- 
gested that Michael Stipe fought Mira- 
max's efforts to remove a scene in the 
film Velvet Goldmine involving a gay kiss. 
In fact, Stipe, the film's executive pro- 
ducer, said that he was prepared to fight 
for the scene if the issue arose but that 
Miramax never tried to cut it 

Correction 

In "Crude Band Alert!" (November), we 
scrambled the order of the Kottonmouth 
Kings. The captions should read (from left 
to right): Bobby B. Brad Daddy X, Saint 
Vicious. Pakelika, D-Loc. 

Wrtte Going Postal, 205 Lexington Ave., 
New fork, NY 10016, or e-mell 
splnonHne@aol.coni. AJways Include your 
full name end phone number for verification. 
Letters may t>e edited for length and claffty: 

Want a back Issue of Spfn? CHe tlie Issue by 
month end year, Include your address, and 
send credH card info, checit, or money order 
for $7 ($8 international) to: iSI-SPIN, 30 Mont- 
gomery St., Jersey CKy, NJ 07302. Please 
allow 4-6 weeits for dellveryL You may aiso 
call (SOO) S44-S74a Of e-mali your requesU to 
litawwwnia0.com. 
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O Nlijch one could create a 30-megolon "incident"? 
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Supposed former dance-fluff junkie: Alanis Morissette (above); the king of rock 'n' roll, Ehris (left). 



BUILDING A NEW ROCK /H/TH 

Pop superstardom once meant a gradual descent from total 
authenticity to self-parody. Alanis Morissette rewrote the rules, rising 
up from fluffy teenypop sensation to burgeoning cred girl 



The proof Is in the postage stamp. When Annerica 
voted for young, hot Elvis over mature, omnipo- 
tent Elvis, we weren't just supporting the foxier 
figure. We voted for something both more compli- 
cated and more essential: the belief that there is a 
true story of American stardom, and that it has 
a single shape. 

Though it was F. Scott Fitzgerald who wrote 



"there are no second acts in American lives,' let's 
call it the Elvis Model. The star is born utterly 
authentic and cool. He then grows progressively 
corrupt and unreal in a race between early death 
and becoming a bizarre parody of himself. Thus 
Michael Jackson is the true heir to Elvis, while 
Kurt Cobain died for his inability to see beyond 
the horizon of the tale. As for the Sex Pistols and 
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Measuring their careers over a 25-year period, these comparison graphs for Elvis and Alanis (see next page) show 
that the rock myth of the rise and fall ain't what it used to be. 



THE ELVIS MODEL The descent Into self-parody 




EMs 

1953 Sam Phillips discovers 
him without even trying. 

1954 Records "That's All Right 
(Mama)' while fooling around at 
Sun Studios. History of world 
changed forever. 

A1>1RCH 1956 His debut. EMs 
Presley, breaks every sales 
record. Cover art later copied 
by the Clash. 

SEPTEA1BER 1956 Half of his 
body is too sexy for The Ed Sul- 
Ihwt Show. 



OCTOBER 1956 Goes Hollywood. 
First movie, Love Me Tender, 
reshot with new; happy ending. 

1957 Band members Scotty 
Moore and Bill Black quit, citing 
severe underpayment 

1958 Joins U.S. Army; gets 
haircut. 

1964 Beatles arrive and Ehris 
starts making songs no one 
remembers. Receives "First 
Americanism Award" from the 
Elks. 



1968 Burbank comeback: first 
"live" performance tn a decade 
taped on a soundstage. Exces- 
sive wearing of leather. 

1969 Vegas spectacle begins; 
shows max out at 45 minutes. 

1970 Sworn in by President 
Nixon as a special narcotics 
agent with the Department of 
Justice. 

1977 Dies bloated and naked 
on the toilet; becomes ersatz 
messianic fiQure. 
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(oontthiad) their '90s reunion tour enough said. 

But there's a new story in town, one in 
which the second act is bigger than Jesus. 
Let's call it the Alanis Model. The future Pop 
Massive first hits the scene utterly fal<e, with 
suburban hair and discs of dance fluff. From 
there, lacking even a nickel of cred, she has 
to find her way from the mall to realness, crit- 
ical respect, and the authenticity that once 
came included with a birth certificate. 

Courtney Love rocked the new theory, 
singing, "I fake it so real I am beyond fake.' 
But in practice. Love's last year's model all 



the way, an authentic badass gone Holly- 
wood. Morissette's fairy godmother/label 
boss Madonna may have blazed the bub- 
blegum-to-ashram trail, but her funk was bet- 
ter when she was faking it. If there's a noble 
prototype for the Alanis Model, it's Janet Jack- 
son, but she came along at the wrong time— 
and in the wrong family— to have a chance of 
getting really real. 

So is it a girl thing? Women have always 
been made to march farther for a dollop of 
cred. But no one has ever made such gains 
in her pop appeal, her cultural props, and 



her art itself within such a short span as 
Morissette. It's an epic shift in the narrative 
of American stardom-led by a Canadian, no 
less-and so new that its influence can't yet 
be measured. But it's a drama we can watch 
unfold. Morissette's second act continues 
with November's Supposed Former Infatua- 
tion Junkie, her long-awaited follow-up to the 
15-times platinum Jagged Little Pill. Can 
she continue to fight off the gravity that 
dragged Elvis to the bathroom floor? These 
charts trace the shape of the folk tale for 
each of our lovely models, joshua clover 



Alanis 

1974 Bom In Ottawa, Canada. 
In early childhood, "Admired the 
music and character of Olivia 
Newton-John tremendously.' 

1986 Gets part on popular 
kiddie show Vou Cant Do That 
on Television (later costars 
with Corey Haim In made-for- 
TV movie). 

1989 Rocks 'One Bad Apple' 
on Star Search. 

1991 Releases debut record 
Alanis. a double-platinum 
teenypop sensation in Canada. 

MJmCH I9S2 Wins Juno Award 



(Canadian Grammy), sharing 
stage with Bryan Adams 
and Celine Dion. Opens for 
Vanilla Ice. 

OCTOBER 1992 Less danceable 
second album, Now Is the 
Time, stiffs. 

JUNE 1995 Rediscovers last 
name and releases the Glen 
Ballard-written/produced 
Jagged Little Pill; single 'You 
Oughta Know" is too sexy for 
pop radio. 

J<UGUST 1995 The New York 
Times compares her to SIndad 
O'Connor and Perron. Progres- 



sively tasteful hairdos suggest 
she is now too intense for 
mousse. 

FEBRUilRyigge Blowsaway 
Grammys with four trophies and 
a ferocious live performance. 

jM>tRCH 1996 Is Ironic. 

1997 Attempts to "Free Tibet* 
with the Beastie Boys. 

1998 Returns from Indian pil- 
grimage with dark, masterful 
"Unforgiven" (City of Angels 
soundtrack). Writes most of 
the moody Supposed Former 
Infatuation Junkie herself. 



THE ALANIS MODEL: The rise to realness 
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INCO/V1ING 

New artists: the good, the bad, the soon-to-be unavoldattle 

1 -H M.O.T. /9.99(Sire) In the unhallowed tradition of 2 Live Jews come Hebe-hop jokesters 
Members of the Tribe. Dr. Dreidel and fellow mishpochecii Ice Berg write 'psychosemitic'' songs 
like "Oh God, Get a Job," and their manager's tag is— stop, you're killing usi— Meshugge Knight 
1 -B Bloque Bloque (Luaka Bop) Named after the vigilante group that hunted down Colom- 
bian cocaine mobster Pablo Escobar, this collective from Bogota brings punk-rock intensity to 
a twisted mix of Afro-pop, jazz, rock en espafiol, and electronic funk. 
1 -C Hefner Breaking God 's Heart (Too Pure) From the label that first signed PJ Harvey 
comes the lo-fi romantic haplessness of English trio Hefner. With songs about seducing 
bored librarians, vocalist Darren Hayman makes befuddlement seem almost beguiling. 
Z-H Talvin Singh O.K. (Island) A classically trained table player who has worked with Bjoric, 
Sun Ra, and Future Sound of London, this producer and self -styled musical "seer" unites South 
Asian music and mathematical jungle on his first solo album. 

2-B Morley Sun Machine (Work) If Annie Lennox or Tracey Thorn went New Age, they might 
sound a bit like ex-Alvin Alley dancer and professional yoga instructor Morley Kamen, author 
of such pensees as 'Mother Nature is my friend." 

2- C Jude No One Is Really Beautiful (Maverick) Happier than Elliott Smith but crankier than 
Rufus WainvKright, this LA.-based singer/songwriter makes up-tempo folk-rock with a darkly 
humorous edge. Can he v^est the airwaves away from the strummy songbird mafia? 

3- H TQ They Never Saw Me Coming (Epic) Do you cross shmoove R&B and hip-hop in a 
slick, radio-friendly package? Have you worked with Too Short and E-40? Do you give shout- 
outs to your homies on the Westside? Are you handsome? Ibu're TQ. 

3-B Zebrahead Waste of Mnc/ (Columbia) When this Orange Cktunty ska-punk-rap quintet 
isn't complaining about trust-fund wiggas, it's complaining about the girls who "phase" (sic) them. 
A funkier Rancid, a limper Bizkit, they're destined for a skate park near you. 
3-C Funky Derrick Boogie Dawn (Twisted) Groovy disco-drenched house courtesy of a 
French DJ whose unfunky real name is Mederic Nebinger, and who's always up for A Taste 
of Honey, tracey pepper 
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The life and times of Wendy Layton. 



A 70-ton miracle. 

"He's not stopping" was all Wendy Layton's brain had time to scream before the dump 
truck slammed into the rear of her Saturn. The impact was so forceful it sent her into the back 
end of another dump truck, which had also stopped just moments before. 

Now this might be a good place to point out a few things about a Saturn's steel-reinforced 
spaceframe and safety cage. For starters, it alone cannot always 
save your life. But what it can do is absorb a pretty 
powerful impact and dissipate it through front and 
rear crumple zones, while helping to keep the passenger 
compartment from being totally crushed. (Yes, she was wearing a seatbelt.) 

Okay, you're thinking, safety cages, crumple zones, steel-reinforced spaceframes — these aren't 
exactly unique. But putting them all together in a thoughtful package, and doing it for under $15,000, is. 

Okay, you're also thinking, Wendy Layton was incredibly lucky. She was indeed. But she also 
wasn't about to push that luck again, which is why she went right back and bought another Saturn. 




A Different Kind ,./ Company. A Different Kind ,./ Car. s«ru»i. 
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The heavy-metal longhairs finally have their day in the alt-rock sun 

How do you resurrect the myth of rock'n'roll decadence when personal trainers have replaced 
drug dealers on tour and the airwaves are clogged with goofy ska-punk and twee pseudo-sen- 
sitivity? If you're Dave Wyndorf, singer and guitarist for Monster Magnet, you take a page from 
the Puff Daddy/Mase book of Living Large for the Camera and surround yourself with booty- 
shaking, bikini-clad dancers, and get jiggy in a lightbulb-covered gold lame suit. "Rap guys live 
rock'n'roll, and most of the rock bands I know don^t anymore." Wyndorf laments white outlining 
the concept behind his band's breakthrough video, the Joseph Kahn-directed "Space Lord." 
"Rappers do all the things I wanted to do as a kid: spend all their money real quick, have lots of 
girls around, and drive fucking cool carsl' 

Accordingly, the New Jersey quintet's current album, Powertrip, is a simuKaneous glorifica- 
tion and lampoon of all things Rock, and, by extension, late-Clinton-era America. It's all there: 
the rampant greed, the back-stabbing opportunism, the priapic fervor, all rendered in an 
amps-to- 1 1 thunderstomp. Should anyone miss the point, sardonically spirited lyrics such as 
'I'm cashing Satan's check with my dick in my hand' are included for clarification. "I'm a pretty 
cynical, satirical guy," Wyndorf says. "I couldn't write a song on just one level if I tried." Still, his 
desire to rock was as strong as his desire to mock: "I wanted to make a full-on, devil-horn-ln- 
the-air, fuck-everybody, I'm-gonna-burn-your-house-down record," Wyndorf says. "It's time to 
put on a pair of leather pants and breathe fire on people." 

Longtime poster boys for the "Big in Europe" syndrome, Monster Magnet were best known 
for their synapse-skewering, Hawkwind-via-Sabbath space-metal epics such as 1993's Super- 
judge and 1995's Dopes to Infinity. But with "Space Lord" lodged in the Top Five of Billboard's 
Active and Mainstream Rock charts for months, the nine-year-old band completes a long and 
grinding road to mass Stateside notoriety. For his part, Wyndorf remains philosophical about 
the slow build: "I've always pictured it as such," he says. "People, on the mass, don't want to be 
challenged by their entertainment. They're more impressed, frankly, with success than content." 

Having pariayed a savvy image tweak into bona fide mainstream acceptance, Wyndorf now 
feels free to carry the torch for rock'n'roll abandon. Even so, there's one element of the ethos of 
excess that he doesn't indulge: He hasn't had so much as a drink in four years. Hard to believe 
for a guy whose band was once so rabidly pro-drug that in 1992 they dosed an unsuspecting 
audience with LSD. "That was the vibe we put out back then: brown acid and bad trips," Wyn- 
dorf recalls, calling the decision "boneheaded." "I'm still paying for it Whenever I go back to 
my hometown, there's always some guy who's like, 'I'm gonna kill you." tim kenncally 



This Is hardcore: from left, 
Joe Calandra, John KJeiman, 
Dave Wyndorf, Ed Mundell, 
and Phil Calvano. 



TR/1NSGENDER EXPRESS 

Jungle DJ 1.8.7 morphs from Joe to Jordana 

Going through personal changes between records is custom- 
ary for musicians, but drum'n'bass DJ 1.8.7 realiyput on a 
new face. In August, the fonnerly dreadlocked and baggy- 
pantsed Joe LeSesne showed up at the New York offices of the 
Liquid Sky label walking, talking, and looking like a woman. In 
the transgendered musical tradition of punk-rocker 
Wayne/Jayne County, synth player Wendy Carlos, and Israeli 
diva Dana International, LeSesne had switched sexes. But for 
all LeSesne's apprehensions, her Joe to-Jordana transforma- 
tion was met with only the mildest surprise. "Liquid Sky is all 
freaks," quips label manager Eric Holt. 

LeSesne says that after 26 years of severe depression and 
confusion, she finally decided to start "gender transitioning," 
which involves hormone therapy and living as a woman for at 
least a year before legally applying for full sex-reassignment 
surgery. "For many years. 1 was just immersing myself in the 
music and the scene as a means of escape," LeSesne says. In 
the process, LeSesne became one of the few internationally 
respected American jungle DJ/producers, known for the dark, 
pummeling assaults of such solo records as 1997's When 
Worlds Collide. "The distorted drums, the aggression," she 
says, "it was like a microscope into my state of mind at the 
time." Her impressive new album, Quality Rolls, is far less dis- 
sonant, slapping fusion bass lines and hip-hop party-rocking 
together in a smoothly ethereal mix. 

After a few dance fans sniped that LeSesne's gender flip 
smelled like a bid for attention, dance bible Mixmaghit back 
with a sympathetic cover story titled, "This Is Not a Pubhcity 
Stunt." But LeSesne's main battle, she says, has been 
re-adapting to the drum'n'bass boys' club. After headlining 
raves for years, LeSesne suddenly found herself scheduled, 
like even the most well-known lady DJs, in the early-evening 
ghetto. "Many guys tiave said tliat some female DJs get more 
attention because they're women," she says. "I'd counter tliat 
many are also discounted because they aren't the right Jdnd of 
women." Recently, as a goodwill gesture, LeSesne made her 
extensive archive of breakbeats available free via her Web site 
(www.187.nu). Electronic music — like gender — is always up 
for a remix, qreomilner 



Girl against boy: Joe before; iordana after. 
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The current revival actually started ten years ago. Elder statesmen 
Royal Crown Revue compare the scene then to now 

Not that you'd know it from radio or MTV, but Los Ange- Vans Warped Tour to opening for Kiss. Ttie band's latest 



les septet Royal Crown Revue pretty mucfi invented 
neo-swing in 1989, way back when Guns N' Roses 
ruled the Strip. They're now four albums— starting with 
1991 's Kings of Gangster Sop-and a decade into a 
career of relentless touring, with gigs ranging from the 



record. The Contender, comes out rather conveniently 
just as swing enters its mass craze period. RCR guitarist 
James Achor ruminates on getting dressed, getting 
heard, and watching someone else get paid for singing 
your song, jesse berrett 



Swinging from the beginning: from left, James Achor, Veikko Lepisto, Eddie Nichols, 
Daniel Glass, Mando [>orame. Bill Ungerman, and Scott Steen. 



THE CONCEPT 



THE SCENE 



THE FUTURE? 



THEN 



Initiatly it was just me and 
[lead singer) Eddie 
[Nichols] emulating all these 
old records we'd find— from 
doo-wop to rockabilly. We 
didn't know a damn thing, 
we just listened really hard 
and wrote what sounded 
like the style to us. 



We were like a traveling 
freak show. We'd show up 
in town and play to two peo- 
ple, or at a heavy metal bar 
because somebody con- 
vinced the crowd they 
should have this. 



I used to be able to spend 
$100 and have a whole 
new wardrobe. I would try on 
a suit and think, "Well, it's 35 
bucks, but I won't have to get 
it altered." My first real seri- 
ous suit was a big chalk- 
stripe, chocolate -brown 
double-breasted one with 
ridiculous shoulder pads. 



Each person was a real 
character— guys who gradu- 
ated from punk rock into 
being weird adutts with 
greaser hairdos and wear- 
ing suits. It was all married 
together. Everybody I knew 
was into his own weird trip. 



When our first record 
came out, it was completely 
unfathomable in the com- 
mercial world. The attitude 
of the radio stations now 
spinning these records all 
day was, 'No way in hell will 
this ever happen.* 



NOW 



People are trying to write 
[neo-svinng] off as this 
candy-ass thing. It's upset- 
ting because it had so much 
credibility and integrity, and 
It's being sold quick. I'm 
glad the music is out there, 
but it's hard when (Cherry 
Poppin' Daddies'] "Zoot 
Suit Riot" is on the radio 
and you wrote the same 
song, except ten years ago. 
Timing is everything. 



It's not hard because 
we're preaching to the 
converted. From the first 
song, you're there, they're 
there, and everyone gets 
what they came for. 



It's Impossible or too expen- 
sive to buy the stuff any- 
more. Our bassist, Veikko 
{Lepisto], was in a club and 
someone said to him, 
"You're in Royal Crown 
Revue." Veikko thought this 
guy was going to rap to him 
about the band, but instead 
he said, "That's a modem 
collar with a '40s suit." It's 
like, I'm sorry I stepped on 
your fashion sensibility! 



Nowadays, the bad part of 

this scene is when people 
say, "Your record's not 
authentic." We never set 
out to make an authentic 
record. What does it mean 
to do a really nice imitation 
of something that once 
was? How does that make 
me any different than an 
Elvis impersonator? 



When our new record came 
out, radio's feeling was "but 
we already have three 
[swing] singles." It's strange 
to play this music for so 
long, push the door open, 
then hold it open. Today 
bands have an M.O.: Three 
horns, guitar player, upright 
bass, drummer, and singer. 
If nothing else, we've been 
the blueprint for that. 



We may not be the band 
getting all the attention, 
but we're plunking along. 
Someone recently said, 
"You'll be like the 
Ramones: never on the 
radio, but when you show 
up, people will come." If 
that's what we become, 
cool. Appreciate us how 
you will. You don't have to 
drink a martini. 



you go™ keep 'EM >4LIEN>^TED 

ORIGIN/1L BRATS THE OFFSPRING RETURN TO A /HUSIC/IL l^^ORLD INHERE NICE GUYS RULE 



Not comin' t>ack ska: from left, Greg K., Dexter 
Holland, Noodles, and Ron Vfcltti 



It's been four years since the Offspring brought punk-rock and Mohawks to Main 
Street. Nowadays it's getting a little lonely in the mosh pit. Fast and-furious is 
about as fashionable as Doc Martens at a Cherry Poppin' Daddies concert, and 
most alt-rock hits of late come in one of two flavors: earnest nice-guy pop a la 
Semisonic and novelty one-shots like Chumbawamba. What's an unreconstructed 
punk-rocker to do? "The punk fad might not be the coolest thing in music any- 
more," says Mike Peer, music director of New York's alt-station, K-Rock, "but you 
have to look at the Offspring as a rock band now. They've progressed." 

One thing's for sure, the Offspring are due for a hit. Though their third album. 
Smash, went quintuple-platinum, the 1997 follow-up, Ixnay on the Hombre, sold 
a less-earth-shattering one million copies. Now, with the November release of 
the band's fifth album, Americana, the SoCal punk-pop quartet will find out just 
how many Offspring fans still want to come out and play. "If we do something 
different Imusicallyl, it's because it seems fun," guitarist Noodles says. "I've 
never thought, 'Oh, man, punk rock's over. Shit, how are we gonna feed our 
kids? Let's do a ska record next." 

Several tracks on Americana represent a genuine musical departure for the 
band. "Pay the Man" borders on traditional rock, while 'Why Don't You Get a 
Job?" actually mixes In tape loops and horns. Yet the first single, a goofy novelty 




song called "Pretty Fly (For a White 
Guy)," has a familiar bratty ring. 
Kicking off with a grin-inducing 
sample of the intro to Def Lep- 
pard's "Rock of Ages" ("It cost us 
$10,000," singer Dexter Holland 
says. "Hey, it's art, dude"), the song 
erupts into a frat-friendly combi- 
nation of "Fight for Your Right (to Party)" and 2 Live Crew's "Me So Horny," com- 
plete with a deep-voiced vocal hook that sounds suspiciously similar to the band's 
signature 'You gotta keep 'em separated." 

The song mercilessly mocks those guys who, as Holland describes them, 
"are from, like, Omaha, Nebraska, regular white-bread guys, but who act like 
they're from Compton. It's so take and obvious they're trying to have an identity." 

It's exactly the sort of playground dis that will endear the Offspring to their young- 
est fans. "I wanted to write a song where people in high school would go, 'I know 
exactly who this guy's talking about: so-and-so in third period,'" Holland says. And if 
you actually are that guy in third period? "He '// like it, too. That's kind of the beauty: 
making fun of people who don't know they're t>eing made fun of." rob brunher 
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THE SOUND OF S>4/VIENESS 

What does plagiarism mean at a time when pop stars want to sound alike? 



In the age of sampling, the concept of pla- 
giarism seems oddly anachronistic. Why 
bother when you can simply clear a sample 
or license a loop? It certainly costs less 
than settling a lawsuit with some angry 
songwriter. Besides, in today's frothy pop 
climate, everyone wants to sound alike. 
The best-selling stars— VH1 divas Celine 
Dion and Mariah Carey, rappers Will Smith 
and Puff Daddy— are successful because 
of an uncanny ability to make music that 
sounds like hundreds of songs you've 
heard before. "Pop music is narrowing 
down," says Grammy-winning producer 
Narada Michael Walden. "Nothing is new, 
it's just different variations. That's why 
things are starting to sound so much 
alike— it's intentional in a way Everyone's 
listening to what the hot sound is going to 
be and you don't want to miss the train." 

This could explain, in part why in addi- 
tion to the usual squabbles over uncleared 
samples, the music industry is inundated 
with copyright infringement claims, leaving 
practically no pop superstar unaffected. 
In recent years, Michael Bolton and Garth 
Brooks have settled copyright infringe- 
ment suits with songwriters, while Michael 
Jackson and the Bee Gees have fought 
them off. Mariah Carey has had no less 
than two people stake claims to parts of 
her 1993 hit "Hero." 

One reason for the boom is the grow- 



ing practice of artists taking publishing 
rights for songs they sing but may have 
had little to no role in writing. Publishing 
rights, which guarantee their owners 
ongoing royalties for airplay, sales, and 
Muzak interpretations, can be even more 
lucrative than performance rights. Artists 
looking for another way to reel in royal- 
ties have been known to make minor 
changes to other people's compositions 
in order to affix their name to the credits. 
It's gotten so complicated that credits are 
no longer a dependable way to tell who 
actually composed a song. 

Madonna's "Ray of Light," according 
to news reports, was originally written in 
the 1960s by Clive Muldoon and David 
Curtiss. Muldoon's niece Christine 
Leach later updated it, and sold the rights 
to Madonna and William Orbit after Mul- 
doon died. Madonna added a new verse, 
thereby earning herself a shared writing 
credit and a percentage of the publishing 
royalties. According to the Montreal 
Gazette, Celine Dion's management 
takes a percentage of publishing royal- 
ties in exchange for giving songwriters 
exposure on Dion's blockbuster albums. 
Arrangements of this sort are a source of 
some bitterness among songwriters, who 
see them as roughly equivalent to 
Cameron Diaz receiving payment for the 
script to There 's Something About Mary 



Star wars: Like Mariah Carey, 
nearly every pop superstar has 
been the target of a copyright 
infringement suit 



in addition to her seven-figure perfor- 
mance fee. 

Mariah Carey whose greatest-hrts 
album, # 1 's, was released in Noveml>er, is 
a gifted singer, but she's been the focus of 
controversy over writing credits since the 
early '90s. She plays a substantial role in 
the shaping of her music, usually collabo- 
rating with her songwriting partner Walter 
Afanasieff — but this has not stopped sev- 
eral other songwriters from challenging 
her bona fides. Carey has never lost a 
judgment in court and has steadfastly 
denied any accusations of plagiarism or 
copyright infringement; the closed cases 
against her have been dismissed without 
any finding of liability by Carey But three 
dismissed copyright infringement cases 
against her have been settled out of court 
under confidentiality agreements, accord- 
ing to press reports and documents 
obtained by Spin. (Carey and Sony Music 
declined comment for this piece.) 

In 1991, Carey settled with veteran 
R&B star Maurice White, the former 
leader of Earth, Wind & Fire. Alleging that 
the Carey single "Emotions" {which was 
co-credited to C+C Music Factory) was 
too similar to his 1974 song "Best of My 
Love," he ultimately received a lump pay- 
ment, a retroactive writing credit, and roy- 
alties. "Sampling is one thing," White 
says now, "but she took the whole song." 
In 1994, Carey and Sony settled with 
Detroit songwriter Kevin McCord. 
McCord had alleged tt^at "Make It Hap- 
pen," which was also credited to Carey 
and C+C Music Factory, had borrowed 
heavily from his song "I Want to Thank 
You," a minor hit for Alicia Myers. 

In 1996, according to documents Spin 
obtained from the clerk's office in the 
Federal District Court in Los Angeles, 
Carey and Sony settled with California 
songwriting team Sharon Taber and 
Randy Gonzales. The duo alleged that 
Carey and Afanasieff 
based the chorus to 
Carey's 1993 hit "Can't 
Let Go" on their song 
"Right Before My Eyes." 
One of Carey's backup 
singers claimed he played the song for 
the diva before "Can't Let Go" was written; 
he was later visited at home by Carey's 
manager. Randy Hoffman, who surrep- 
titiously recorded the conversation with 
the help of a private detective. As part of 
the settlement, Taber and Gonzales 
dropped their case, and issued a state- 
ment that "we have now been played many 
songs written before and after 'Can't Let 
Go'...which sound very similar to ours." 



Carey's songwriting has its defenders. 
According to Ben Margulies, who 
cowrote much of Carey's self-titled debut 
album, "[Careyl was a good songwriter 
when I worked with her, had good ideas." 
Nathan Morris of Boyz II Men, who 
cowrote "One Sweet Day" with Carey, 
says, "From what we heard, she was a 
pretty good lyricist." But since her eariy 
hit "Vision of Love," Carey's trademark 
has been songs with a familiar feel to 
them, generic titles ("Dreamlover," "Fan- 
tasy"), and lyrics reminiscent of greeting 
cards. It's only a few short steps from 
writing a hackneyed MOR love ballad to 
someone saying, "Hey, that sounds just 
like my song!" 

As in any creath^e fieW, plenty of crack- 
pots, scammers, and desperate wannabes 
clog the system with baseless claims to big 
hits, seeking recognition and major bucks. 
"One time a guy who hung around the stu- 
dio where Tricky was recording a song 
claimed to have cowritten it" says enfer- 
tainntent lawyer Michael Guido, whose firm 
represents the trip-hopper. "We found out 
from interviewing witnesses that he was, 
like, the local barfly." According to First 
Amendment lawyer Martin Garbus, only 
'^bout one in ten [copyright infringement) 
suits is legitimate.' Record labels often 
settle rather than run up enormous legal 
bills battling the charges, but usually their 
first tactic is to try to persuade a judge to 
dismiss the case. "Stars don't want to 

t>ecome targets," says attorney Guido, lor 
to settle and establish a precedent" 

Consider the history of the Carey song 
"Hero," the proceeds from which Carey 
earmarked for the survivors of the 1 992 
Long Island Railroad massacre. Former 
deli owner Chris Selletti claims to have 
written the lyrics to the 1993 ballad, drag- 
ging his bizarre case through the legal 
system for three years. Rhonda Dimmie, 
an amateur songwriter from upstate New 



"ABOUl ONE IN TEN COP/RIGHT 
INFRINGEA1ENT SUITS IS LEGITIAMTE; 
SAYS AUORNEY /VMRTIN G4RBUS. 



York, is suing Carey and Afanasieff over 
music to the same song. The two plaintiffs 
have never met "I was shocked when 
I went down to the courthouse and saw 
Selletti's suit' DimmIe says. 

In 1989, Selletti worked briefly as a Guy 
Friday for reclusive funk legend Sly Stone, 
who was recording on Long Island. One 
night while Stone was jamming, Selletti 
claims he quickly jotted down a poem, 
which Stone asked to see. "He said, 'This 
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BACKSJAGE PASS 

Brawls and bralessness at this year's MTV Video Music Awards 



"What's to be excited about?" Sandra Bemhard kvetched about the 1998 MTV 
Video Music Awards. "It's all run by the record companies— it's not like it means any- 
thing." Actually, there was something to be excited about: boobs, which is all anyone 
wanted to talk about. "Madonna and Courtney Love both had sexy cleavage," said a 
blue-haired, bikini-topped Gwen Stefan!, who offered an explanation for her own 
shortcomings: "Marilyn Manson stole my breasts." 

"I definitely enjoyed Madonna more," said Green Day's Mike Dimt, "because 

I could see through her shirt." "It's great 
to see Madonna as loose as she is at her 
age," agreed R&B sex god Maxwell. 
"Courtney's breasts still aren't big 
enough," South Park co-creator Matt 
Stone complained about the erstwhile 
Versace model's enhanced rack. 
"I couldn't even see 'em from where 
I was sitting." Mark Wahlberg rolled his 
eyes at the "Who Ruled?" question: 
"Oh, pleasel Courtney," he said, 
"because she 's talented." (Wahlberg, for 
one, didn't have boobs on the brain. 
"Jennifer Lopez showed me her bare 
rear end In the bathroom," he bragged.) 
"Here's a good metaphor for Courtney 
Love: She's a rose and she's a thorn— in 
your side," Dirnt said, paraphrasing 
those great philosophers Poison. 

Love's prickly personality exploded 
backstage when— hoping to bond with 
an enlightened Adam Yauch-the 
would-be spiritualist dropped by the Beastle Boys' dressing room with her yoga 
Instructor in tow. The Hole frontwoman, apparently not realizing that the Beasties 
were onstage accepting an award at the time, took their absence personally, cursing 
up a holy storm ("fucking attltudinal assholes...") right in front of her yogi, who later 
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Guess wtiosa are T«ar^ clockwise froin top left. Madonna, 
Courlney Love, Marilyn Manson, and Gwen Stefani. 



returned alone to apologize for her temperamental pupil. 

But not even Love's behavior could upstage the polysexual spectacle of Marilyn 
Manson and his chorus line of queer cops. "Theatricality should take away from the 
integrity of the music- that's why they call it showbiz," said Rob Zombie of Manson's 
show-stopping performance. "I mean, Liberace was a fucking good piano player— but 
who would have cared if he didn't fly onstage wearing a cape?" 

"My favorite moment." said Foo Fighter Dave Grohi, "was when Marilyn bared his 
breasts and Busta Rliymes jumped up and yelled, 'What the fuck Is that?'" Grohl's least 
favorite moment must have been the humiliating 20 minutes he spent with award-winning 
"Ray of Light" director Jonas Akerlund on the wrong side of the velvet rope outside 
Madonna's party at longtime industry hang Morton's. When Backstreet Boy Howie 0. 
managed to make his way to the door, he pleaded, "I'm on the listi Under 'Backstreet 
Boysl'" "No," replied the doorman after barely glancing at his clipboard, "you're not." 

It wasn't a case of Madonna not wanting to share the glory. The problem resulted 
from another uninvited guest-the sheriff— who deemed the overcrowded restaurant a 
fire hazard. Most VIPs, however, were already inside, including Slilriey Manson, a 
Diet Coke-sipping Robert Downey, Jr., and former Cyberpunk Billy Idol, who was 
partying like It's 1989. "I did electronica three years too early," he said, "so I'm going 
back to rock'n'roll. I'm doing some tracks with Stephan Jenkins. He has this band, 
Third Eye Blind." Welcome to the '90sl Idol's not the only musician feeling Totally 
Awesome '80s. No Doubt bassist Tony Kanal said the band's forthcoming CD will 
evoke the New Wave glory days of Robert Smith. "The Cure were able to transcend 
the Gothic darkness with the dance shit," he said. Then he broke into the chorus of 
"Fire in Cairo." Also talking up a new album was ice princess Nina Persson of the 
Cardigans, whose Gran Turismo features an accompanying video lensed by fellow 
gloomy Swede Akerlund. "For the first time, we decided to be completely serious," 
Persson said. "Of course, we're risking being called pretentious." Understandably 
more upbeat was Ben Stiller, who before ducking out around 3 a.m. with Brooke 
Shields (!), said his favorite performance of the evening was by the Beastle Boys. 
The three Awards darlings, by the way, skipped every post-show celebration— Includ- 
ing the Mondrian's Leo-worthy SkyBar. Those fighting-for-the-right-to-party days are 
clearly behind them. Anyway, the Beasties had better save their energy for that 
inevitable guru-a-guru showdown with Courtney, mmes Patrick merman 



THE SOUND OF SAMENESS 



(continued) is great Let me have It. I'll get 
you royalties,'" SellettI recalls. (Stone 
declined comment) In June 1990, after 
months of unretumed phone calls to 
Stone, SellettI says he put a copy of the 
poem In an envelope and mailed it to him- 
self, establishing what is known as a "poor 
man's copyright" Three years later, as he 
was listening to Carey's Music Box album, 
SellettI claims he realized that the lyrics to 
"Hero" neariy matched his poem. 

SellettI filed suit In 1996 against Carey, 
Sony Music, Sly Stone, and Stone's man- 
ager Jerry Goldstein. It is Selletti's posi- 
tion that Stone gave his poem to Gold- 
stein, who then sold the lyrics to Carey or 
someone representing her as something 
Stone had written himself. (Stone has no 
writing credit on "Hero.") Even if Selletti's 
conspiratorial thesis were true, Carey may 
have thought in good faith that the lyrics 
were written by Stone. "I feel totally victim- 
ized," Carey told the New York Daily 



News In 1996. "'Hero' is my creation and 
it holds very special meaning to me. I have 
every intention of fighting this all the way" 

At a hearing last December, then- 
Sony attorney Jonathan Liebman pro- 
duced evidence of Carey's authorship: a 
November 20, 1992 notebook, and two 
audiotapes on which Carey appears to be 
writing "Hero" with Afanasieff. Liebman 
also argued that "Hero" was written, in 
part, for the soundtrack to the Dustin 
Hoffman movie of the same name, 
according to court transcripts, and 
claimed to have evidence to that effect 
"Selletti's story is patently incredible," 
wrote Judge Denny Chin, upholding an 
earlier dismissal and concluding that Sell- 
ettI is a "plaintiff without a legitimate 
claim" who is "intent on extorting poten- 
tially deep-pocketed defendants." 

SellettI hired a new attorney, who dis- 
covered that the movie premiered on 
October 2, 1992, a full six weeks before 



Liebman claimed Carey wrote the song In 
her notebook. Judge Chin considered the 
"newly discovered evidence" and refused 
to reopen the case. The dismissal re- 
mains on appeal. 

Amateur songwriter Rhonda DImmie 
has an equally weak case against 
Carey Her lawyer, Les Levine, claims 
that "Hero" sounds 

wtly like" Dim- "I HINTED TO BE >1 SX4R, JUST LIKE EP^R/- 

mle's song "Be Your BOD/ ELSE," SAYS RHOND4 DIA1/V1IE. 

Own Hero," which 
she copyrighted in 1991. "if you were to 
take it and transpose it to the key Mariah's 
song Is In, a layman would be able to tell it 
was the same song," Levine says. DImmie 
will have to prove that the songs are sub- 
stantially similar, which would entail 
employing a musicologist to "map out" 
both compositions, noting striking resem- 
blances and any deviations from Carey's 
pre-established style. As for the prerequi- 
site "accessibility," Dimmie merely says 



she sent her demo tape to Sony "many" 
times. "I wanted to be a star, just like every- 
body else," DImmie says. "Every six 
months, I would send tapes, pictures, a 
bio— the whole works— to 15 different 
record companies." 

"A lot of times you get a cockamamy 
claim, someone trying to establish a 



connection," says attorney Guldo. 
"Most of the time, it's not true." Sony 
receives dozens of tapes a week, 
according to an A&R rep at the label, 
and, like many Hollywood film studios, 
has a policy that no unsolicited material 
will be evaluated unless the sender 
signs a waiver. In a time when songs 
are designed to sound exactly like other 
songs, it would be foolishness to 
require anything less, rooer d. Friedman 
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Remix that funky 
music, white boys: 
from left Russell 
Simins, Jon Spencer, 
and Judah Bauer. 




D\Al "D" FOR DRU/M /11>^CHINE 

Jon Spencer Blues Explosion +12 Producers = the avant>tc/ne 



Ever since bedroom recluses began releasing four- 
track vinyl opuses, indie rock has been the realm of 
a singular vision, or at least a single producer. Mean- 
while, just about every other form of pop music is 
increasingly producer-driven; in the case of hip-hop, 
that can mean an army of trackmasters per song. In 
1995, long before it was fashionable for rockers to 
dabble in sonic scrambling, the Jon Spencer Blues 
Explosion asked a handful of rap and dance innova- 
tors to rework their old music for the Experimental 
Remixes EP. For their forward-looking new record, 
^cme, the band went a step further, starting from 
scratch with a dozen technicians-from indie stalwarts 
to high-tech cut-ups. "A lot of the songs are edited 
from different people's mixes," says Spencer. "If you 
try to trace some of this stuff back to its origins, it gets 
pretty confusing." Here's a guide to the four main 
chefs spiking the soup, greg milner 

The Purist: Steve Albini 

Who: Chicago-based recording engineer (Nirvana. 
Jesus Lizard, PJ Harvey, Bush, Page & Plant); Shel- 
lac guitarist; former Big Black frontman. 
What Recorded basic tracks for seven songs. 
M.O.: "My skill is providing accurate recordings. If I'm 
asked to provide a lot of conceptual ideas, I'm out of 
my element. My take on remixing is that at best it's 
pointless, and at worse it's very destructive." 
Ahways the Skeptic: "Doing a record in this man- 
ner is ordinarily something I'd have no interest in, 
but I have a lot of respect for the way the Blues Explo- 
sion do things. My fundamental perspective is that 
If something sounds good and is representative of 
what the band is about, you need a pretty compelling 
reason to fuck around with it. Records I've recorded 
have been remixed by others, and the results are 
ahways unflattering." 

The B-Boy: Dan "Vne Automator" Nakamura 
Who: Bay Area hip-hop producer best known for 
Dr. Octagon project Also collaborated with Comer- 
shop, Prince Paul, Dust Brother Mike Simpson, Jack 
Drag, and others. 

What: Mixed or co-mixed six songs; added turntable 
scratches. "Talk About the Blues' was literally a 
four-bar demo that I turned into a song by putting 



it through a sampler," Nakamura says. "It was a total 
hip-hop production." 

M.O-' "Rrst I figure out where people shoukf be going 
with stuff versus where they are going. The Blues 
Explosion told me they thought what I did was basi- 
cally punk rock. I said, 'Well, no, it's hip-hop,' but they 
said it had punk-rock attitude." 
The Fat Boys Connection: "For 'Do You Wanna Get 
Heavy?' I said we should use a human beatbox, and 
they said, 'No, Russell ISiminsl is our drummer.' But 
five minutes later, Russell was playing bass, and they 
wanted a human beatbox. Ws wound up sampling one." 

The Impressionist: Calvin Johnson 
Who: Olympia, Washington-based songwriter/pro- 
ducer; member. Beat Happenir>g, Dub Narcobc Sound 
System, Halo Benders; president and founder, K 
Records Contributed to JSBE's Experimental Remixes. 
What Recorded "Calvin" and "Talk About the Blues." 
Played the band Lee Dorsey and Toni Braxton records 
for inspiration. 

M.Oj Home studio allows for songs to evolve grad- 
ually and with maximum procrastination. Bands jam 
in the living room; Johnson chills behind the boards 
in the basement 

Organically Grown Samples: "The songs came 
about by me playing them a record and asking what 
they thought of it If they liked it we'd come up with a 
song inspired by it With the modem process, you'd 
just sample the sound, but our way was more organic* 

The Firestarter Alec Empire 

Who: Beriin-based Atari Teenage Riot leader and 

Digital Hardcore Recordings founder; remixed Bjork, 

Buffalo Daughter, Mogwai. 

What: Co-mixed "Attack," adding live synth squeals 

while the Automator scratched. Dki unspeakable things 

to a Roland synthesizer. 

M.O^ "Sometimes producers like to clean up what 
bands do, but I like to push the extreme." 
Atxjut That Roland: "When Jon was doing vocals, 
I neariy fell asleep. At 2:00 A.M., they said, 'We should 
do this tomorrow, we are tired.' I said, 'No, let's do it 
now I' But I forgot alsout the different American volt- 
age, and when I plugged in my synths— Aapokv.' The 
studio filled with smoke." H 



THE AMN miH THE /MICROCHIP BR/lIN 

WO-Tang Clan frontman RZA nrtakes his first movie: the 
bizarre sci-fi hip-hop adventure flick, Bobby Digital 

Wu-Tang Clan head RZA is supposed to be "lounging in a bed 
surrounded by women," pretending to be a crime-fighting cyborg 
with a microchip brain. He's directing and starring in his first film, 
the upcoming straight-to-video Bobby Digital, and had insisted he 
would only do interviews "completely in character" as the bionic 
Bobby. But he's running far behind his production schedule and 
doesn't want to leave the set he constructed in a run-down ware- 
house district in Brooklyn. So he's plain-old RZA today, eating 
greasy take-out in the passenger seat of a nondescript gray van. 
"This movie is a collaboration of kung-fu and Batman and Robin, 
Green Home(-type shit," he says. "If this comes off, I want to 
make 12 movies, but at least seven of them got to be bangers. 
This one probably won't be a banger, though." 

In the tradition of Master P's multiplatinum gangsta video, / 'm 
'Bout It, RZA is masterminding the entire project himself, from 
writing to financing to producing. Inspired by the comic-book 
writers/artists of his '80s youth— John Byrne {The Next Men), 
Frank Miller (S/n City), Howard Chaykin (American Flagg)-anti 
apparently a lot of weed, RZA dreamed up a sci-fi adventure story 
about a street thug framed for the death of a powerful gang 
leader. Bobby emerges from prison a decade later as a macking 
"B-boy superhero," whose powers stem from smoking blunts 
dipped in a magic serum called the Honey. His plastic eye-mask 
might look like a cheap Mardi Gras prop, but it's actually a micro- 
computer linked to his brain. Also starring in the film are Wu- 
Tangers Method Man, Ghostface Killah, and Big Baby Jesus, 
who figure prominently on the new R2M-produced soundtrack, 
Bobby Digital in Stereo. 

RZA, who has directed afewWu-related videos, originally 
expected a Hollywood studio to bankroll the film. "I was in L.A. for 
a minute," he says, "checking out some of these movie people, try- 
ing to tell them to invest I said, 'Gimme two, three million dollars, 
I'll do a movie for you.' But yo, niggas act like they want to see a 
script! And then they start on too much technical shit. So I had to 
get my own money up." He and his bandmates coughed up a 
rumored $750,000, which RZA says they expect to recoup a few 
weeks after the video's November release. 'Fuck the industry," he 
says. "I got a good core of fans that know my logo." Indeed, when 
RZA's unannounced Wu-Tang Killabees: The Swarm album 
dropped in August it went gold in one week. 

After bringing his eerie aural cinema to both Wu albums, five 
Wu-related projects, and everyone from Jon Spencer to Bjbrk over 
the past five years, RZA has built up rabid anticipation for his own 
perpetually delayed solo debut For the record, the up-tempo, partly 
live Bobby Digital soundtrack is not to be confused with F?ZA's 

official solo album, The 
Cure, which is now 
promised for early 
1999. "Bobby is my 
B-boy side of rhymes 
that's braggadocious 
bragging and funny," 
RZA says. "It's kind of 
surface; it ain't so deep 
mathematically" Get 
too complicated, and 
you could blow a 
cyborg's circuits. 
Masquerade t»lla: RZA as Bobby Digital. miles Marshall lewis 
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Suspicious Image Malteover AJert 

The Ice-man cometh...again 

You're right to be skeptical of the retooled Vanilla Ice, who 
is now sporting tattoos, piercings, and a red Caesar haircut. 
Even lie is. On his aptly titled new album. Hard to Swallow, 
Rob Van Winkle can be heard screaming "Fuuuck Vanilla Icel 
He suuucksl He eats shiiltl " over grinding nil-metal skronk. 
Produced by skate-rock guru Ross Robinson (Kom, Limp Bizkit), 
the album is Ice's first since 1994's misguided gangsta rap 
effort MindBlowin'. Elsewhere, the former pop-rapper rages 
against the machine that is SBK, the record label be says used 




The ttiiM hakdos of \Mnilla Ice: Flat-top, draads, and Caesar. 

him like a puppet in his flat-top-faded "Ice Ice Baby' days, 
but also engineered worldwide sales of 13 million for his 1990 
album To the Extreme. Ice is set for life. 

He's also remarkably popular, recently selling out 2,000- 
capadty venues filled with fans who couldn't have been older 
than ten when he was at his peak. So what's different? Well, 
Ice swears he's really really keepin' it real this time around. 
"There are no strings attached, no manipulations, " he says. 
"I just hope people vrill be able to see a completely new me. 
I have no financial worries, but I have to do something. 1 can't 
just get some job somewhere. " suzahhe mcelfresh 
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FROM FL/ TO 1^/: SUG4R MY AUD CIBO MAUO 

One drawback to having a hugely identifiable hit like "FHy" is that people will shout "Hey, Ryl" at you for 
the rest of your life. 'I don't mind it," says Sugar Ray frontman Mark McGrath. "After playing to, like, two 
people, we're happy to have an audience at all.' The Southern California quintet plan to release the as- 
yet-untitled follow-up to their double-platinum album Floored in January. The band is working with 
Floored's producer, David Kahne, whose day job is head of A&R at Reprise. Just don't expect the first 
record's familiar ska/reggae-llte sound. Instead Sugar Ray will "rip off hits from the '70s,' McGrath says 
ingenuously. "There will be good harmonies and lots of drum loops. People say the Smashing Pump- 
kins experimented on their last album, but we 're the ones who are really experimenting.'... Though Yuka 
Honda and Miho Hatori of Clbo Matto say they "still like to eat all day, every day,' the New York City duo 
is avoiding the food metaphors that ruled their 1996 debut, Viva La Woman. "People in Minnesota didn't 
know what v^ite pepper ice cream was,' Hatori says. "We were getting sick of talking about it' Musical 
changes on their second album, which is due in March, include fewer samples and more live instrumen- 
tation, courtesy of special guests Sean Lennon (Honda's honey) and Sebastian Steinberg of Soul 
Coughing. "On the last one,' says Honda, "we used many recognizable samples and learned that it's too 
expensive to get them cleared. Now we're making our own noises." julia chaplin 
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THE /MONTHLY DISH ON THE /MUSIC BUSINESS 



No more chick music. That's the edict from a new radio format called "Extreme" that has 
already driven out the Classic Rock outlet in Las Vegas and provoked a format flip at a 
Modem AduH Contemporary station in St. Louis spinning the likes of Natalie Merchant 
and Jewel. In their place. Extreme stations play artists that fall into three sub-genres: 
Hard Alternative (Toot, White Zombie, Rage Against the Machine); Altemative Rock 
(Smashing Pumpkins, Sublime, Bush); and Grunge (Pearl Jam, Soundgarden, 
Alice In Chains). The dude-rock format defines its target demo as roller hockey-play- 
ing, Xtreme Games-watching, beer-can-to-the-forehead-smashing, 18-to-34-year-old 
males. WKRK Detroit Program Director Mike Stem, who also launched KXTE Las 
Vegas, categorizes his audience as wanting something heavierthan Modem Rock offer- 
ings like Matchtxix 20 and Semlsonic, but rejecting the old-school AC/DC and Led 
Zeppelin of their parents. "I don't think they really need to hear Van Halen's 'Beautiful 
Girts' again," says Stern ... 

The publicity catfight between Monica and Brandy may have made for good press, 
but as far as diva drama goes, it was only the undercard. The main event went dovm 
between Whitney Houston and Mariah Carey over their duet on "When You Believe' 
for DreamWorks' megabuck adult-targeted animation flick Prince of Egypt. The music 
division of the enormously hyped Geffen/Splelberg/Katzenberg entertainment start- 
up has floundered commercially in its three-year existence, and so label head Mo Ostin 
is betting the farm on this one. Three— count 'em, three— separate releases are being 
spun off from the film: one country, one inspirational, and the blockbuster soundtrack 
featuring the diva duet Moreover, the Babyface-produced "Believe" will also appear on 




AC/DC (top) and Soundgarden: Only one Is "Extrema." 



Houston's upcoming album (Arista) 
and Carey's greatest-hits package 
(Columbia), with all five (I) albums 
targeted for a November 1 7 release. 
Meee-owwl 

Prior to the recording (and the 
staged hug at the Video Music 
Awards), Carey and Houston were no more than professional acquaintances, though 
Whitney is said to have been privately resentful of Carey's appropriation of her style, 
while a friend of Carey's described the former Mrs. Tommy Mottola as dismissive of 
Houston's fading luster. Wisely, the companies involved scheduled the divas to record 
at separate times. It was decided that Houston would record first, and she proceeded 
to knock off her part in one try. Though Carey's initial take was also considered a suc- 
cess, upon hearing Houston's performance, the competitive 28-year-old returned 
repeatedly to the studio in order to fix notes, experiment with effects, and fill the song's 
final bars with her signature melismas. At press time, various camps were whispering 
that Carey's tinkering could delay the multimillion-dollar launch of the entire Prince of 
Egypt campaign. To make matters worse, DreamWorks and Arista are said to be both- 
ered by Carey's appearance in the Hype Williams video for Jermalne Duprl's 
"Sweetheart," a star turn that could have Carey competing against herself in the mar- 
ketplace. As for Houston, sources say she's busy working on her new record and 
probably has no idea what trouble she wrought joe Fleischer 
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Family Values Tour 

Spectrun^, Philadelphia 
September 26, 1998 



"When I look into the crowd, you know 
what I see?" Ice Cube hollered from the 
stage during the Philly Installment of the 
Family Values Tour. I was anticipating 
something like "15.000 white kids who 
wish they were as badass as me," but, 
instead, Cube kissed butt: "A bunch of 
natural-bom killers I ' 

Actually, he was right— you should have 
seen the parking lot. Plenty of dudes in 
baggy shorts were looking for reasons to 
kick teeth in, fueled by years of oppression 
by their high-school shop teachers. Kom's 
long-awaited new package festival (which 
includes Limp Bizkit, Rammstein, Ice 
Cube, and Orgy) aims to prove to young- 
aggressors-writh-penises that loud, heavy 
music is still in their comer, even as it 
grows and mutates to include DJs, tap- 
pers, drum machines, and German pyro- 
maniacs. (At least on paper, this year's 
Ozzfest looked totally dated by compari- 
son.) Problem is, metal-funk irmovators 
Kom and Limp Bizkit were too preoccu- 
pied with proving what meaiiies they are 



C. 




Just another shirtless Oerman wfth a flamethrower Till Llndemann of Rammstein. 



to actually make mosh pits hip and hop : 
maybe if they woie tighter pants, they'd 
get more sex into theu syncopation and 
girls into their audience. Instead, the 
Family Values ctew reaffirmed the 
chips-on-shoulders of their audience. 
Limp Bizkit frontman Fred Durst pro- 
claimed. "Nobody loves me. maybe I'll 
go eat worms." while Kom chanted. 
"Fuck you, I'm better than you I " 

Openers Orgy were surprisingly 
sleek, given that they're the first group 
signed to Kom's Elementree label. Dap- 
per Dans with a knack for making gui- 
tars sound like saxes and synths, they 
buried New Order's "Blue Monday" 
under apocalyptic Killing Joke-style 
feedback. Florida's Limp Bizkit, who 
arrived on stage in a giant UFO driven 
by an orange alien, were content with 
newly archetypal wrtgga rock, i.e., 
nti-metal vnth rapped vocals and the 
occasional cut-up courtesy of former 
House of Pain deckmaster DJ Lethal. 
There were few gals in the mosh pit 
up front, though he managed to 
find "one really fucking fine-ass 
woman, " whom he serenaded vrith 
George Michael's "Faith." "I figured 



she would've got into it or something, " 
he complained afterward. 

Toward the end of Bizkit's set, three 
break-dancers emerged from the space- 
ship in nuclear proteaion suits and gas 
masks. Referring to the rap-spuming 
AOR outlet sponsoring the concert. 
Durst growled. "These radio stations 
want to stop our fucking world from 
evolving! Fuck you! Open up your 
fucking nund! " Indeed, this was one of 
the first hard-rock stadium shows to 
feature a DJ as an integral part of the 
bill. Mixing classical crescendos with 
old-skool SCTatching and intergalactic- 
electro in between sets, DeeJay Punk 
Roc left most of the bands in the dust. 
Not that the aowd noticed much. What 
got this crowd off about hip-hop is its 
"antisocial" potential. 

Enter Ice Cube, who's collaborated 
vitth both Kom and Limp Bizkit (and 
who just released War, his first solo 
album in four years). Guarded by 
hooded grim reapers complete vnth 
scythes, he left the stage in a huff after 
two songs. After an imderstudy led 
the obligatory "Fuck you. Ice Cube! " 
salute, the rapper returned from the 
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Everyone has \he\r own cuervo story. 
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Why the caged fan sings: clockwise from top, Jonathan Davis of Kom, 
Ice Cube, and Fred Durst of Ump BUkH. 



preplanned walk-off— only to tiead back- 
stage again after a few more songs. The 
sound of gunshots pumped through the 
amps, and Cube was rolled out in a 
wheelchair — how hokey can you get? He 
started " It Was a Gkod Day. " decided it 
was too uplifting for this "wicked" 
crowd, then laimched into oldies by liis 
former band, N.WJV. During "Fuck tha 
Police, " the boys went buck wild. 

Cube performed in front of a Mount 
Rushmore-like head sculpted in liis 
image, which was both Spinal Tap-ish 
and pretty accurate: He's the wtiite rap 
fan's founding father. Kom covered him 
on 1996's LUe Is Peachy, but they also 
owe a serious debt to Beavis : When he 
raps, bandleader Jonathan Davis sounds 
a lot like Combolio. though he alternates 
between squeaky conniption fits and 
Corgan-esque howls. How people can 
determine whether Kom's songs are 
"homophobic" or "altruistically con- 
cerned with incestual abuse of children" 
is beyond me. The band's monolithic 
tlirash'n'thud made it hard to tell when 
one song ended and the next one started, 
let alone what the lyrics said. Maybe the 
50-or-so fans bimiping and grinding in a 
two-story cage behind the drummer had 
more luck. Davis's bagpipe solo was a 
cute touch, but a strangely humorless 



"Ring Around the Rosie"/ "One Two 
Buckle My Shoe"/"London Bridge" med- 
ley was only slightly less stiff than the Fo/- 
low the Leader originals. 

The ominously Aryan Rammstein 
were even stiffer— note the martial 
goose-stepping and "Heil.' HeW 
cheers — ^but they delivered the funkiest 
set of the night. From-fuhrer Till Linde- 
maim is a former Olympic swimmer and 
looks it with his Schwarzenegger torso 
and sticklike legs (love the lederhosen, 
too). Keytx>aidist Flake, the most cre- 
ative musician in the band, is so frail 
even Kajagoogoo would have scape- 
goated him. Lindematm led him around 
on a leash, pretending to sodomize him 
with a giant dildo — hey. you try selling 
foreign-language music to Americans 
without a gimmick I Still, what hit home 
was the almost uribearable Black Forest 
sadness lurking beneath their operatic- 
romantic industrial-metal hybrid. They're 
the only Family Values band who've fig- 
ured out how to buffer theii rage with 
beauty. 

A few rows from the stage, a trio of 
what looked like high-school German 
Club misfits sang along to Rammstein's 
every acht. I just hope they didn't get 
beat up on the way back to the Volks- 
wagen. CHUCK eoor 
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it was a holiday party 

to their neighbors, 

anotiyer reason 

to move. 
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AUiH NVITION "What we're trying to tell kids,' sa/s 21-year-old octress Clea Durall, 'is aliens are bad. /ery bad.' There is a 
meto-message in there, somew+iete: In Ihe Faculty, due out December 25. said ollens lake the lorm ol high-school teachers. The student 
body tries to kill them. "H's ktrasion olihe Body Snatcheis meets Die BreaklasI Club," soys DukoII. Directed by superfluous-expbsion liend 
Robert Rodriguez. t*Titten by sultan ol deivy teen diobgue Kefin IVilliomson, lecturing an ensemble cost ol suspiciously well-groomed 
youths (Usher. Elijah M/ood. Jordono Brenner) and quirky educators (Fomke Janssen. Solma Hayek. Jon Stewart), and marketed into 
the Kery marrow of your bones by Tommy Hilfiger— you just know execs at the tVB ore already planning the spin-oH show. The concept, 
alter all. is inspired. Durall. who also stars in Ihe upcoming sci-(i thriller The Astronaut's WHe. pbys o loner who hooks up with the school 
quarlerbock. Tm basically the <4lly Sheedy character." says Durall. They're all represented though: the geeks, the popular kids, the 
jocks. But in the er>d they oil come together to fight the aliens. Which is nice.' zev borow 



Ally girt: Ctea Duvall 
outside someone else's 
house in LA. 
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50+1 CD Chancer • Dolby Pro Loiiic and cent( 
front 85\V X SkHz, 1.0% THD, 6 ohms for 
7.5\V X 2(lkHz, .0% IHDJ ofims) 
For morii info col SOO/Zll-t'ANA 



surround speakers for Home Tfieater use • Super Woofer • 240 wo 
ft/Right channel), Center 35W(lkHz, 1.0% THD, 8 ohms), Surrounc 



Crank it. Blare it. Let every- 
one know you're there. 
It's the Panasonic A/V 
Mini System. Demand it. 
Its built in super woofer 
has mind-altering bass. . 
It's louder than your 
mother. It sounds so 
good even she'll start lis- 
tening to your music. (She 
won't have a choice.) 
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ir- 240 watts . 

Uurrounci Panasoiiic 



just sligtitly atiead of our time 
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P>IR>1N0ID >INDROID 'I don't lii^e daf-in, day-out thinking thcrt Armageddon's gonna 
come any day now,' says Los /4ngeles-based DJ/studb rot Hik-e, "but I definitely ha^e 
that in the bock of my mind, and I liKe life around it." Fittingly, Devious Methods, the 23- 
year-old's second album, is a high-impact iMjrkout through ribboned jungle beats and 
eerie samples. But unlike the bombed-out norr of jungle brothers such as Goldie, Melh- 
ods is more about dropping bombs. Raised in H/ashington, D.C., Hife (proper name 
/Mike Peine) first did time as a rhythm guitarist in a local hardcore outfit (AleAods' first 
single, 'Ultrasonic Sound," cops the lurching rrwtallic riff from Bad Broirw' 'Re-Ignition"] 
before discoi'enng the redemptii« powers of breakbeat science. Hi^e self-released 



1996's ]azii Walking With Sound, which he descnbes as 'melbit' all the way through— 
that ifould definitely be my sex album.' Credit his transition from rrradem-day Barry 
liVhite to knob-tvtnddling paranoiac to an infatuation woth H^lliam Cooper's conspirocy 
handbook. Behold a Pale Horse and regular doses of ,4rt Bell's syndicated UFO-groupie 
radb show. [Hiye says he hod a dose encounter of his own a year and a half ago. 
'I know it sounds crazy,' he soys, 'but I was not on anything.') If Hike's newest hobby is 
any indication, though, his next project promises to trump Methods for pure sonic creepi- 
ness: 'I'm really getting into asylum i^deos and mental-hospital footage," he says. 
"I don't know why, but it really seems to spark my creatiiHty.' tim kenneauy 



M SPIN 



Cr 



iterlal 




When we asked Dan Schindler and a group of his fellow cadets from the Virginia Military Institute to try the new Norelco Advantage 
Razor for 21 days, they were rather skeptical. But then after giving it a chance, they liked how the Advantage released a special 
shaving lotion which set up their beards for an unexpectedly close shave without the nicks and cuts of a blade. It also 
gave them the feeling of a refreshing, wet shave. But don't take their word for it, test it for yourself. If you don't 
make it part of your routine after 21 days, we'll give your money back, guaranteed. ^IE^CT?r*T!nWt% 



1.877.667.3526 
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PUT n TO THE TEST 



C1998 PhHipl Electronics North America Corporation WWW.nor«tco.COin 
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HOT PIX The boffo imagery of the graphic design compan)' among others, >voik for the ivhite folk? We asked the Houston- 
Pen & P[xel IS as much a part of hip-hop as songs about mad based outfit to create computer-generated hip-fiop-styfe covers 
mic protvess. But kfould the firm's high-ndiculousness, prominent for Jeivel's upcoming Hands, and the stiil-in-mixdoivn but soon- 
on the recent covers of /Master P, Snoop Dogg, and Eightball, to-be-released Nine Inch Nails album, /ou're welcome. ^ 



On a pale 
horse she rides: 
the folkle as 
rhinestoned 
sunflower girl. 
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Do you want to touch my monkeys?: 
Trent Reznor does Goth mogul, gangsta style. 



Beat boy happening: 
Chicago DJ Jesse De la PeAa 
catches Hiphopmania. 







BE^ IT Hiphopmania is a monster of a machine: a two-tumtable, 




beat-blasting, 50-cent-chomping video arcade game that raises the 




bar for scratch-and-mix throwdowns. Already a major event in 


' HI 


Japan, where it was released last year by the gaming giant Konami, 




the game cuirently is being test-marketed in mall-rat hideouts in 




Las Vegas, Orlando, and Chicago. The question is, what took so 




long, given the fundamental link between DJs and gamers? "Every 






DJ I know plays videogames," says Philadelphia's King Britt, who 




heard about Hiphopmania from 4 Hero's Dego McFarlane. 



Skill-wise, Hiphopmania is hardly true to the wheels of steel. But the game's head-snapping graphics 
and booming beats tower over "you're-the-DJ" CD-ROMs and that infamous rapping mutt Parappa. 
Armed with a turntable and five rhytiim pads, you pick a genre — reggae, hip-hop, soul, or techno — than 
try to keep up with the beats that scroll down the screen. Which is no small task, even for pro beatboys. 
When McFailane checked out the game in Tokyo recently, he was in a state of groovephobia. at least as 
far as Hiphopmania's groove meter was concerned. "1 was laughing most of the time," says the 
dium'n'bass ace. "I was just rubbish." gcoffedseiis 
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LEO SIMPLY ROCKS THE JOHNNY 
DEPP/ MODEL-THRASHING SCENE 
IN CELEBRITY 


37 
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DOUBLE NEGATIVES NOT UNPOPULAR 

(NEWALANIS SONG: -CANT NOT-) 


1 


3 




STARR REPORTS FOOTNOTE 209 

> UNTOLD STORY OF THE DECADE 
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24 


SINGING IN A BRITISH ACCENT 

HELPFUL PHRASES: "MORE TEA VICAR " 
■BUMEYI" -QUICKER THAN A RAY OF UGHT 


189 
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RAVE/TECHNO NOSTALGIA EVERY- 

BODrS TALKIN' BOUT THE GOOD OLE 
DAYS, THE GOOD OLE DAYS 
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ED NORTON'S NEW ASS MUSCLES 

AS SEEN IN AMERICAN HISTORY X 
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14 


APES STILL WAY HOT 
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CHRISTIAN BALE 

Tuc PRC uii 1 ANHRPW Unr'ARTHY? 
1 nc rr\c-ivTiLL r\i^L/ncv» ivTo*fc.^/^r\ 1 n 1 r 
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THE CELEBRATION THOSE DANES 

AWn THFIR INf^FST F1I U<? WHATAWnnTI ' 
fVrikJ jncmilNV^COl riLfnO-WrVM nL-A-^M 
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22 


DECIDING ONLY NOW THAT 
MONICA'S ACTUALLY PRETTY HOT 

YOU PEOPLE MAKE US SICK 


6 


12 


24 


ABE LINCOLN THAT HIT WAS 
CENTURIES AHEAD OF ITS TIME 


42 
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FLIPMODE SQUAD BUSTA'S CUSSING 
MARIACHI POSSE 
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14 


23 


FURBIE NOT A PROP FROM ORGAZUO 
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GETTING PREGGERS TWO OUT OF 

FOUR SPICE GIRLS...HEY, THAT'S 50%l 
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16 
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rrS GOING TO TAKE A NATION OF 
MILUONS TO KEEP US DOWN 

CRISPIN GLOVER GETS ILL ON THE 
SYNDROME ' 
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17 




HIVE Wia MAKE YOUR TEETH HURT 
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18 


21 


KATE MOSS'S ARTFULLY EXPOSED 

BREASTS THROUGH CHILDHOOD, 
ADOLESCENCE, EARLY ADULTHOOD. 
THEY HAVE ALWAYS BEEN THERE FOR US 


56 


19 


25 


THE RETURN OF CHUCKY 

CHECK THAT NEW GLAM WARDROBE 
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20 




ROBBIE WILLIAMS HUGE IN ENGLAND, 
PRIMED FOR U.S. SUCCESS; PLUS, 
BRITISH ACCENT RUMORED TO BE REAL 
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21 




'N SYNC 100% MORE BLOND THAN 
BACKSTREET BOYS 
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22 
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NUTTY ALTER EGOS + 

BOBBY DIGITAL? WHAT THE 
FUCK'S UP WITH THAT? ' 


19 


23 




HOT CHEERLEADER ACTION MASE. 
MONSTER MAGNET. MASTER P 
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24 




WES ANDERSON INDIE BOY-GENIUS 
MAKES BILL MURRAY GOOD AGAIN IN 
NEXT YEAR'S RUSHMORE 


1 


25 


4 


VINCE VAUGHN AND JOAQUIN 

PHOENIX COULD THESE TWO BE ANY 
MORE IN LOVE? 


2 


1 ; This IS actually a really good movie, and you ahould go see it 
2: See page 116 
3: See page 70 

► Biggest gaifvef this month ^ Pacesettef Hot Slwt Debut 
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HIP-HOP FILMS 





01 

WHO; Master P 
WHAT: Foolish, about 
the life of a struggling 
comedian; his second 
theatrical feature 
WHEN: early 1999 
PROPS: P s straight- 
to-video flick / >n Bout 
It moved more than 
250.000 units. v»hile 
I Got tl^e Hook Up did 
a respectable $10 
million^ in box office 
this summer. 



02 

WHO: Q-Tip 
WHAT: tove Goggles. 
an urban love story, 
narrated by the former 
Tribe rapper, from the 
producer of Rhyme 
A Reason 

WHEN: spring/summer 
1999 

PROPS: Tight networking 
skills: recently seen 
rolling through NYC 
with Leo. 



03 

WHO: Sticky Fingaz 
WHAT: Love Goggles 
WHEN: spring/summer 
1999 

PROPS: Onyx rapper 
previously appeared in 
dockers. Ride, as well 
as the TV shows New 
York Undercover and 
413 Hope Street. 



04 

WHO: Coolio 
WHAT: Tyrone, a black 
comedy/road trip/bud- 
dy flick about two guys 
who hit and kill an 
escaped convict on a 
cross-country jaunt: 
madcap antics ensue 
WHEN: early 1999 
PROPS: Plays triplets in 
the film; will cross-dress 
for cash: One triplet is 
a giri. 



05 

WHO: RZA 

WHAT: Bobby Digital 
WHEN: November 
PROPS: After directing 
several Wu videos. RZA 
self-directed, produced, 
financed, wrote (and 
cast members from the 
Wv in) the seriously odd 
Bobby, looks to make a 
dozen more like it. 



06 

WHO: Nas 
WHAT: Belly. Hype 
Williams's very messy 
ghetto gangster epic 
WHEN: November 
PROPS: Like most 
every prominent face 
in hip-hop. was 
featured in 1997 
documentary Rtiyme 
& Reason. 



07 

WHaOMX 
WHAT: Belly 
WHEN: November 
PROPS: Def Jam star 
was cast before 
multiplatinum album 
hit streets; shares 
a name with heavily 
promoted Reebok 
shoe technologyi 



rial 



SCREEN PLiiyilS 

The Fat Boys, of course, came first. They paved the way for Ice Cube, Icc-T, 2Pac. L.L. Cool J, and 
Will Smith, who paved the way for... apparently everybody else. In the next year alone, there 
are more than a dozen film projects in the works featuring rappers. And according to some, this is 
only the begining; hip hop's dominance in Hollywood is inevitable. "It'll be the same," says 
Method Man, "as how we took over the charts. Fuck all y'all who said it wouldn't last." josh dean 
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ZIP DRil^E Just as the sight of one more big-togoed skveotshirt has gone from simpV 
nauseating to positik-ely armed-aggression-inducing, the Japanese line Final Home is 
introducing a collectbn of streetgear woth on uhra-dope surwralist therne. Think zipper- 
happy transparent wdndbreakers; body-tag T-shirts emblazoned ivith prompts for the 
wearers' name, blood type, and emergerxry contact; raincoats constructed of fobncs with 
names that are hard to spell, gamnents that can be lined with thermal insulation, and ivith 
an outer layer that can be peeled off to rek-eal a rougher-textured, e^en more off-the-grid 
"ivealf>ered layer." Japanese designer Kosuke Tsumura says the collection's mufti-task 
functionality and apocalyptic aesthetic (its logo resembles a biohazard symbol) are 
irwpired partly by the Tokyo subway gassings and partly by the mutant buzz of U.S. life. 

'h's basically a whimsical interpretation of the idea of -America being on incredibly 
mobile and morphing society," says Nancy Knox, the company's Stateside rep. 'A 
lockel that you can literally fit your life into takes that idea to a bollistic le^el." A staple of 
Tokyo club kids and older Nipponese scenesters since 1996, the line (priced from $11 
for a camouflaged teddy bear to $350 for the aforementioned nifty raincoat) doesn't 
aspire to JNCO status in the U.S. 'Wb think it's a bit rrrare sophisticated than baggy, 
baggy jeans," sniffs Knox. 

Needless to say, fashion Kisionories such as Beck Y\Qve been spotted heading 
toward tomorrow in Final Home gear. Ar\6. like much other Japanese streetwore, it's 
already gone ovet big with cool-hunters in Britain. "It takes what's been done before 
and sort of twists it, has fun with it, goes painstakingly deep into it, into micro-detail, 
almost,' says Froser Cooke, owner of Hit and Run, a store in London's Soho that spe- 
cializes tn au courant urban gear. 'Ar\d people just really seem to dig things with a tot 
of zippers.' zevborow 

Rnal Home's transforming raincoat: 
urban survtvai gear for hazardous waste 
( 1) ; wtien animals attack (2); searching 
for that rave In the field (3). 
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POP LIFE 



1 MOUIES 

KILLING H/IPPENS 

Why this month's Very Bad Things owes its very existence to Scream, by Bob Davis 



In Peter Berg's Very Bad Things. Jon Favreau ditches his bride-to-be. Cameron 
Diaz, and her vexing questions of rehearsal-dinner table assignments for one last 
bachelor fete. Favreau, three asshole corporate jocks-Daniel Stern, Jeremy Piven, 
Christian Slater (again, impersonating Jack Nicholson)— and a creepily laconic 
mechanic (Leiand Orser) stage a Vegas weekend, do some coke, rent a $900 
stripper. Because Favreau's under strict orders from Diaz not to have too much 
fun, and because Stern's married. Slater's far too cool, and Orser's far too laconic, 
the ho goes to Piven. The two retire to the bathroom. There, in his quest to find just 
the right surface against which to prop this woman who's got her legs clinched 
around his bare ass, Piven awkwardly selects one with a metal towel hook, impales 
her skull onto said hook, and pounds away for a few more seconds before he 
detects a certain ambivalence on the part of his paramour. 



After some high-dB soul-searching and high-testosterone scenery-chewing, 
the boys vote to carve up the corpses into manageable bits. (Yes, corpses: Slater 
has to ice a nosy hotel security guard with a corkscrew.) The bachelors then cart 
the body parts out to the desert and bury them. Favreau, in his eulogy over the 
makeshift graves, figures that though what they've done— not the killings but the 
cover-up— was not "a good thing," it was 'Hhe smart play." 

Mounting body count and amorality, played for laughs, easily defines the decade's 
most prominent American cinema trend. For years, films like Natural Born Killers, 
Pulp Fiction, Fargo, and Scream, were the uncontested territory of independent 
distributors." Now the major studios are vying to cash in on the trend. This fall 
alone there's A Simple Plan (rural Minnesota; some missing loot; a mounting body 
count; the simple plan gone horribly awry). Clay Pigeons (rural Montana; » 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 
Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, 
Emphysema, And May Complicaie Pregnancy. 
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WINSTON BOX ■ — . Z^-:' 
1 6 mg. "tar", 1 -1 mg^ nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 
'No additives are inour tobacco, for true'taste.'-;:-";!'-' 



- ' 'No additives are in our tobacco, for true' taste. •; ^ ^ ';i>. ✓ ' :• •• f -- -J <> 
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MOVIE > Blood Guts Bullets & Octane idikected by joe carnahah| Joe Camahan's little-indie-sboot-'em-up is 
a movie that revolves around immaculately kept American cars built m the '50s and '60s. As a general rule, 
there should be no more movies that revolve around immaculately kept American cars built in the '50s or '60s. 
Still. Blood Guts Bullets & Octane is candy: Shot on 16mm for a reported $7,300. Camahan (writer/director/star) 
plays one of two chump used-car dealers who'll score a quarter-mil by sitting on an old Pontiac filled with loot. 
A body count ensues. You can pretty much figure out the rest. The dialog is sharp, often funny (think Mamet 
on meth). the pace frenetic (in a good way), and the result enunently watcliable. zev borow 

« Previously owned: Blood Quts' Joe Camahen wants to sell you something. 
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SAD STORIES SAY 
SO /MUCH 

Why VH Vs Behind the Music is sexy 
like a car crash, by Kim France 

IHere's a quiz for those who've been 
keeping up with VH1 's rockudrama 
show Behind the Music. Can you guess 
which pop act Is being referred to in the 
following voice-overs from the series? 

1. "Next: depressed and suicidal, 

checks into a psychiatric ward." 

2. 'When became a superstar and hit 

the road, his private life paid the price.* 



3. 'From their overnight success to 

their over-the-top excess, " 

The answers, in order, are Tony 
Orlando, Jim Croce, and the Mamas and 
the Papas, but it could be any of the 
artists who have told their sad stories on 
the series. Whether the subject is Andy 
Gibb, David Cassidy, or Willie Nelson, 
we learn the same lesson: Unchecked 
fame can be the harshest toke of all. 

H's formulaic, but what a formula; 
Behind the Music is the network's top- 
rated show. Sure, it's frequently tabloidy 
and sometimes self-parodying (narrator 




Tragic but poignant MWi VhniHi's Rob PiMus. 

James Jude's voice conveys the kind of 
deep gravity one associates with lunar 
landings and presidential impeachment 
proceedings, not, say, David Cassldy's 



angry-young-man phase). And the pro- 
duction values aren't much better than 
public access. But the show dusts MTV's 
rockumentaries (now tediously renamed 
BioRhylhms) because the subjects aren't 
young turks still riding the crest of pop 
hugeness but show-business lifers on 
the mend. Behind the Music has none of 
the 'Serious" rock pretensions that mark 
MTV rockumentaries, which fits in per- 
fectly with VIHI 's hip-to-be-square game 
plan. It's not the most fabulous way to go, 
but, as they're learning at MTV, cool 
doesn't always pay the bills. 
Th« show's creator, VH1 Senior » 
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HEOUIE FRO/MTHE'80S 

But novelist Bret Easton Ellis is really 
a '90s guy. by Dennis Cooper 

For a novelist, getting tagged as a '70s 
writer or an '80s writer is a mixed bless- 
ing. It's cool to be Mr. Zeitgeist, but once 
your designated decade is history, so 
are you. Take Bret Easton Ellis, the quin- 
tessential '80s writer. Though his most 

(inHamouB novel, American Psycho, was 
published in 1991, his 1985 debut, Less 
Than Zero, virtually branded him as an 
'80s guy. This, even though people still 
go on coke binges, emotional biankness 
was a '70s punk idea, and directionless 
yuppies are a timeless phenomenon. 




Sure, American 
Psycho was a lit- 
erary Altamont of 
'80s culture, but 
It was also amaz- 
ingly prescient. It 
mainstreamed 
transgresslve 
fiction and paved 
the way for '90s writers such as AM. 

Homes, Susanna Moore, and Wilt Self, 
writers whose "shocking," taboo-busting 
work came to be hailed as performing a 
kind of ethical acid-bath purification ritual. 
In retrospect, Ellis's rangy, subtly experi- 
mental writing has more in common virith 
recent David Foster Wallace and Rick 



Moody than it does with the minimalist 
fiction of the '808. And American Psy- 
cho barely resonates at all with the sawi- 
er-than-thou work of his old cronies, the 
Brat Pack. 

It's a strange coincidence that ex- 
Brats Ellis and Jay Mclnerney have pub- 
lished novels that concern the world of 
fashion models at roughly the same 
moment. Much is being made of this, 

especially by people who knock them 
both, but it would be really unfortunate 
if Mclnerney's mannered revival of 
Bright Lights, Big City dragged Ellis's 
rather incredible new novel, Glamorama, 
into a debate about relevance. Where 
Mclnerney continues on his quest to be 



F. Scott Fitzgerald Mach II, Ellis has 
written a novel that trumps anything 
he's done before. 

Glamorama begins with Ellis practi- 
cally O.D.ing on his familiarly blithe 
satire. Protagonist/narrator Victor, a 
top fashion model, walks down run- 
ways, preens for photo shoots, and 
roams through New York nightclubs 
jammed with fellow models, celebs, 
and celeb look-alikes. Hilariously brit- 
tle pop-culture references fly by at the 
rate of anywhere from a handful up to 
dozens per page, all chronicled in an 
anxious, bemused manner that's pretty 
much the vernacular of the moment: 
"Chloe was supposed to be a » 
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cowt>oy hats; mounting body counts; Vince Vaughn, Joaquin Phoenix), Home Fries 
(rural Texas; screwball plot; multiple corpses; Drew Barrymore), / Still Know What 
You Did Last Summer (fisherman's slicker; teen corpses; Jennifer Love Hewitt), and, 
now, Paramount's Very Bad Things. 

The movies in question can pretty much be divided irito two big camps, depending on 
factors like genre, point of view with regard to killing, and point of view wnth regard to 
history. One camp-let's call it "Camp GT"— favors "black comedy" that presents killing 
as super-cool. It also reveals a strong nostalgia for a past, usually known only third- 
hand. These trendy, popular Camp QT movies revel In the severing of a body part, the 
Ezekiel-inspired hit man; they plunder the past for a sensibility but snag only the style. 
And yah, sure, that style delivers its thrills, but It seems superficial. Camp two, founded by 
Kevin Williamson and Wes Craven, writer and director, respectively, of the Scream 
movies— let's call it "Camp Nuevo Hon-or"— chums out schlock genre movies (horror, 
homjr sci-fi), views killing as a datum ("Killing happens"). But despite innumerable refer- 
ences to historical materials (specifically, pre-Scream horror films), they don't seem 
too hung up on the good ole days. Friday the 13th and Candyman aren't jogs for nostal- 



I^^^^^^R^kJHHjl^H gic sashays down memory lane. The 

^^Bf ^ past is not a collection of souvenirs. H's 

4 ^ not even past K's simply informatk>n. 

' °' Influence and pop- 

^■^KH landscape relevance, the movies of 

VS^F^H Camp Nuevo Horror are by far the more 

ft interesting and influential. The horror 

■ film, by design, or subliminal sugges- 

V tion, has taken the form of today's most 

w o^^^ ...1.. _ ^.^^.-..^m popular entertainment, the videogame. 
Brilliantly vapid: Scream's Drew Barrymore. ,„ ,ojjay's youth world there are no 
pasts that are not also presents, no more pesky moral and philosophical problems. 
The Scream Generation is post-nostalgia, post-the-shock-of-violenoe. The most up-to- 
date kids— and this phenomenon is all about being up-to-date— In Nuevo Horror are 
matter-of-fact, urbane, In the face of a parade of gore. K's the hopelessly pass6 who 
says, somberty, of last night's slit-throat victim, "She sits next to me in English." It's » 
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Why wait for a change in scenery 
when you can make your own? 




ATTITUDE X 2. Ford ZX2 

130-horsepower, 16-valve Zetec engine. Responsive sport suspension. Available air conditioning and 
remote keyless entry. Escort ranked "Best Compact Car in Initial Quality" byJ.D. Power and Associates.' 




1-800-258-FORDor 
www.fordvehicles.coTn 

•Ttie Ford Escort was the highest ranked compact car in J.D. Power and Associates 1998 Initial Quality Study 2!" Study based 
on a total 58,117 consumer responses indicating owner-reported problems during the first 90 days of ownership. www.Jdpower.com 
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BOOK > Jungle Wedding: Stories By Joseph Claik iw. w nortoni "I listen to a couple bom Santa Fe describe their recent 
summer solstice party, the flamenco dancers they hired and how much they love adobe. " Clark's 13 wry, witty stories are 
peopled by suburbanites just like this Southwestern pair, desperately trying to satisfy themselves with synthetic knock- 
offs. In the lacomc tones of a hipster paring his fingernails, Clark sketches a husband who constructs an exact repUca of 
his former home next door to the original, now owned by his ex-wife; art lovers who pay guerrillas to spice up their jun- 
gle wedding, and a grad student who spies on the new family inhabiting his childhood home. They're buying prepack- 
aged goods, when what they really want is true love, great sex, or at least a good scare. What saves JungJe Wedding 
from being another indictment of soulless consumer culture is the soft heart beating beneath Clark's smooth prose. In 
this redemptive world, a divorcee can even find peace with the teenager she picks up at the mall. ALEXikNDRA lanqe 
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Vice President of Programming Jeff 
Gaspin, says Behind the Music works 
best not when it's spotlighting the typical 
rock star debaucheries, but when it plays 
up the similarities between the stars and 
their audience. "What I find most inter- 
esting is when the story arcs are about 
things that could happen to any of us," he 
says. "Things like Gloria Estefan's bus 
accident or Gladys Knight's gambling 
addiction. Rock stars go through a lot of 
things we all go through, but they go 
through them in a shorter period of time." 

Behind the Music's true knack is taking 
artists who would at first appear to be 
nothing more than blips on the pop cul- 



ture radar, and endowing their stories with 
a kind of depth and dignify. Tony Orlando, 
whom most people remember-if they 
remember him at all— as the "Tie a Yellow 
Ribbon" guy, turns out to have been kind 
of a player. He was a '60s teen idol with 
two Top 40 singles who was pushed 
aside by the British Invasion, and then 
went on to have a booming career in 
music publishing before forming Tony 
Orlando and Dawn. And while the story of 
Milli Vanilli— who were exposed as lip 
synchers and had to give back their 1990 
Grammy for Best New Artist— might seem 
excessively self-parodic, theirs is 
arguably the series's most poignant 




Andy Gibb: wanted to b« your everything. 



episode. One actually starts to feel really 
bad for Rob and Fab, who were, after all, 
just a couple of European guys with a 
dream who hooked up with a sleazy pro- 
ducer. The footage of Rob Pilatus walking 
in the Califomia surf, talking New-Ageishly 
about his attempts to gain control of his 
life, are hard to brush off as fodder for a 
lame SNL skit, especially when one 
remembers that not long after the show 
first aired, he fatally overdosed on alcohol 
and pills in a Hamburg hotel room. 

Because many of the subjects are 
from the days before the two most impor- 
tant people on an artist's payroll were the 
s^ist and the publicist, they'll talk and » 
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presenter at the MTV Awards, which 
I remember nothing of except Oscar 
talk, Frida Kahio talk, Mr. Jenkins talk, 
how big is Dweezil Zappa's dick talk, 
Sharon Stone wearing pajamas, Edgar 
Bronfman, Jr., coming on to Chloe, 
only two green Jujyfruits in the box 
I held while spacing out during the 
ceremony, and it was all really just 
Cindy Cindy Cindy...." 

A common beef with Ellis's work is 
its noncommittal tone, which tends to 
be lazily interpreted as vacuous. Really 
Ellis is taking the piss out of vacuous- 
ness, and his greatest strength is that 
he not only refuses to state the obvi- 
ous—that his characters' behavior is 
Inexcusable— but also finds comedy 



where none would seem to exist. 

In Glamorama, the tone is still utteriy 
nonjudgmenlal, but Ellis has found more 
room to move within this characteristic 
blankness, and the novel enters territory 
that is largely 
wilderness to his 
work. Victor is 
offered a large 
sum of money to 
track down one 
Jamie Fields, a 
fellow model who 
has gone MIA 
somewhere in 

London. The fur- 

Skawering ther Victor trav- 

fabulousness: EIHs. els from his usu- 



i 

w 



al turf, the more pointedly off-balance 
he and Ellis's writing become. Victor 
begins imagining— or mentioning; the 
distinction is never made clear— that 
everything we've read and 
will read is in fact a movie in 
which he is the star. When- 
ever a situation is too real or 
painful, a director, camera, 
crew, and script appear out 
of nowhere to save him, a kind of "Is it 
live or is it Memorex?" chorus. 

A slightly ham-fisted device, it works 
like a charm because Ellis's hypnotically 
perfect prose is able to incorporate just 
about any convention he puts his mind 
to. Quite implausibly, yet quite hilari- 
ously, Jamie has joined a kind of politi- 



cal terrorist group of ex-models and 
their cronies, and Victor— passive, 
easily wowed airhead that he is— drifts 
comfortably into their fold. At this point. 



GU\MORAMA MAKES THE 
FIRST BATTLE SCENE OF SAVING PRIVATE 
RYAN SEEM LIKE SOUTH PARK. 



the novel reinvents itself as a stunned 
thriller (coincidentally, the latest au 
courant genre) full of suspenseful plot 
twists and meticulous descriptions of 
carnage that are so attentive and poker- 
faced they make the first 40 minutes of 
Saving Private Ryan seem like South 
Park. Gore is nothing new to Ellis's » 
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the ultra-modern Uber-sophisticate who tosses off, "Not anymore." 

Like audiences, the studios love Nuevo Horror. For peanuts ($15-20 million). 
Dimension, the genre wing of Miramax, produced the studio's second and third 
highest grossing films, Screann and Scream 2 ($103 and $102 million, respectively, 
domestic). Last year, Sony, the first major studio to test the teen-horror waters, sunk 
a mere $17 million into / Know What You Did Last Summer, hired Williamson for 
rewrites, and reeled in more than $93 million woridwide. This year MGM/UA joined 
the fray (Disturbing Behavior), Sony's back {Urban Legend, I Still Know What You 
Did Last Summer), Dimension revitalized the Halloween franchise, making more 
than $55 million domestic. Peeking around the comer, there's Williamson's The 
Faculty, Psycho (Vince Vaughn as the psycho), oddball kids-and-horror flicks like 
Tim Burton's Sleepy Ho//ow (Johnny Depp as Ichabod Crane; Christina Ricci; 
Casper van Dien) and Terry Zwigoff's Ghost World. Beyond that, there's Scream 3, 
Carrie 2, and Freddy v. Jason. All pretty much directly attributable to Scream. 

The best of these films so far {Scream and Halloween H20) satisfy because 
they're fluid, breezy, light like a feather. Directors Wes Craven and Steve Miner's 



cameras float through scenes, never pressing, never too close, letting the actors 
and locations breathe. By contrast. Scream 2, with its faux-pretentious dissertations 
and its overt foregrounding of the "rules of the sequel,' seems a tad forced. Still, 
even the worst of the Scream knockoffs, because of the inherent lightness of the 
genre, are relatively easy to stomach. 

Very Bad Things is closer in spirit to Tarantino than to Craven, and it's the kind 
of movie no major studio would have touched three years ago. It owes its very 
existence to Scream, in that studios now seem willing to take chances on films 
with a youthful cast and a glib take on killing. Sadly Berg's take is rather old- 
fashioned, a wannabe-Oliver Stone moralizer (everyone is punished, and 
hideously) and his touch is ponderous, leaden. The one bright moment in the film 
comes when Cameron Diaz, the ultimate obsessive bride, refuses to let her wed- 
ding be sullied by bothersome details regarding her fiance's role in quintuple 
murder. Even though it means coming up a groomsman short of a full set, she 
grabs a coat rack and pounds Slater's head to a bloody pulp. At last, somebody 
with a little joie de vivre. H 
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HANGING UP YOUR WAITER'S APRON FOR THE LAST TIME 




THERE ARE SOME THINGS MONEY CAN'T BUY. 
A,FOR EVERYTHING ELSE THERE'S MASTERCARD.' 



TO LEARN MORE. OR APPLY FOR A CARD. 
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MOVIE > Hard Core Logo idikected by bruce mcdonau}! If you lived in a temperate climate during that whole early-'90s 
Canadian punlt revival thing, you might take Hard Core Logo for a documentary. The movie— filled writh handheld cam- 
era, grainy stock, utterly plausible performances— nacks Toronto's bad boys of punk, a fictitious band called Hard Core 
Logo, dunng a reunion tour. Aside from some looooong stretches of not much happenmg (just like a real documentary) 
and an obligatory acid trip sequence, McDonald, technically, has the controls. Unlike This Is Spinal Tap. to which it wnll 
inevitably, unfairly, be compared, HCL takes its characters seriously, askmg. When do grown men give up the anger, 
the lifestyle, the music, thepersonae ( "Joe Dick," "Billy Tallent") they gave themselves at 16? bob oavis 

« Men in black: Aging, hat-wearing punks 'Billy Tallent* and *lo« Dick* consider life on the road. 
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talk and talk about the drugs they did, the 
groupies they bagged. But it'd be a mis- 
take to think we're getting the whole dirt. 
In order to differentiate their franchise 
from the E! True Hollywood Story and 
other more scandal-riddled shows. 
Behind the Music won't pursue a subject 
without full cooperation. A former Ameri- 
can Bandstand staple might reveal that 
he was a drug addict and a selfish bas- 
tard, but you won't be hearing from the 
ex-wife to whom he still owes child sup- 
port payments. 

As the series gets bigger, Gaspin 
says, it will focus less on Where-Are- 
They-Now? stories and broaden to 



include "just about anybody from the 
'70s and '80s who we think fits in vinth 
our music mix and with the viewers. One 
week you might get someone who had a 
three-year-career, and another week one 
who had a 30-year-career." Which prob- 
ably means Behind the Music's best 
days are over. As it shifts to include the 
Madonnas and Billy Joels and even Sha- 
nia Twains of the world, the entire enter- 
prise is bound to get tired. "We've 
expanded the series to have less of a 
tabloid tone," says Gaspin. "We let 
the star lead us into where they want to 
go and what they want to talk about." 
Where's the fun In that? H 
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work, but unlike in Annerican Psycho, 
he doesn't rely on a flat, pornographic 
tone. Where once he designed such 
scenes to shock in a complicatedly 
unsavory way, here he describes horror 
as if in a state of shock himself, and the 
effect is startling. 

The novel concludes with the bombing 
of a 747 passenger jet, which EllisAflctor 
describes In a voice meticulously 
cleansed of attitude. "And the smell of rot 
is everywhere— coming off dismembered 
feet and arms and legs and torsos prop- 
ped upright, off piles of intestines and 
cnjshed skulls, and the heads that are 
intact have screams etched across their 
faces. And the trees that don't burn will 
have to be felled to extract airplane pieces 



and recover the body parts that ornament 
them, yellow strings of fatty tissue draped 
over branches, a macabre tinsel." 

Glamorama probably won't make 
people forget American Psycho. While 
it's as attuned to its time as Psycho was, 
it's loo wooly to be definitive in that way. 
If Glamorama has a parallel in Ellis's 
body of work, it's with Rules ol 
Attraction, his somewhat overlooked 
second novel, about life on a college 
campus. Glamorama is similarly if not 
more concerned with form than content, 
but with far more confidence, chops, and 
nerve. Its critics will probably still call 
Ellis vacuous. And pointless. But, unlike 
those other children of the go-go era, 
they can't call him over, 
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Porno for lesbos: pro-sex, and proud of it 

N/IST/ GIRLS 

THE RETOHIVOFON OUR BACKS 

Call it a comeback. On Our Backs, the infamous lesbian magazine that dared show 
women hot and bothered, has returned from the dustbins of queer-sex history. Orig- 
inally launched in 1984, the magazine quickly earned a reputation for its lascivious 
pictorials, but, more significantly, it redefined a closeted culture as sexy, daring, and 
kind of tun. When the San Francisco-based bimonthly went bankrupt in the mid- 
'90s, it marked the passing of the main theoretical organ for such pro-sex cheerlead- 
ers as Annie Sprinkle and Pat Califia, as well as the magazine's patron saint, Susie 
Bright, who briefly did a stint as editor-in-chief. So is this a new davra for dykes? 
"We've seen a huge shift in how mainstream culture can deal with queer culture," 
says Athena Douris, the 23-year-old editor of the recently relaunched mag. which 
will likely have a readership around 45,000. The problem, Douris says, is a lack of 
decent sexual stuff for women. "Women's magazines are foreplay for lesbians," she 
says. "Our whole mission is to have pictorials and stories that turn women on, not 
off. " A self-proclaimed "porn mag, " the new On Our Backs espouses the virtues of 
anal sex, butch-on-butch action, and fetishes of every persuasion. So far, the 
response has been equally sex-positive. " We find that women are really aroused. " 
Douris says, "when they see girls getting busy. " marceue karp 
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Am^ricM History X [movie] 

In prison, skinhead firebrand Ed Norton learns racism is bad, family 

ts good. Unlolds like an HBO After School Special. (New Line) 

200 Beats per M/nirfe [book] 

Eddie Beverage's coming-of-age novel set in the techno clubs of 
Orlando. Features sexual confusion, excessive drug consumption, 
violence, anarchy, etc. (Sure Shot Publishing) 

Nmrds ZOI: A Brief History of th€ Intsrnat [TV special] 

Dude with glasses cracks jokes while explaining the history of 

the Internet. (PBS) 

Baader Malnhof— Pictures on the Run 67-77 (book) 

Fascinating photographic history of the Red Army Faction, a left-wing 
German terrorist group that opposed the West German state. (Scalo) 



^ Central Station [movie] 

Tough woman learns to love orphaned scamp. Rumored to 
make grown men cry. (Sony Pictures Classics) 

Mister Chanl( Diesel's Rockstar Fonts [software] 

Fonts inspired by Kelley Deal. M. Doughty, etc. (www.tripod.com/ 
S 5 explore/computers_intemel/ lifesupport/columns/chank/ 
rockslarfonts.html) 

1^ Waking Ned Devlne [movie] 

Cloying poor- Irish-townspeople- vs. -the-system flick. Out-full-monty's The 
Full Monty with super-gross older-male-person nudity. (Fox Searchlight) 

Ladies in Leg Casts [Web sHe] 

^ Makes your regular foot fetish seem, like, totally played. 

(httpy/members.aol.com/jluger/index.html) 



it 

k 



RECOMMENDED 



PIECE OF ASS 



UNTORTUIUTE 



, < WILL IMPRESS 

» « YOUR FRIENDS 



WILL MAKE YOU 
FEELO/RTT 



BLOWmOUP 
SURPRISING 



JIm LINOERINO 



SO BAD 

rrsQOOD 



CONSUME IN 
MODERATION 



Cr.i 




During lovemaking, 

sexual stimuli 

travel to the brain at 

170 nniles per hour. 

Fly first class. 




Set yourself free. In a new Durex* condom. 

Feel what you've been missing. With the most exciting condoms ever made. 
New Durex condoms for ultimate pleasure. Now safe sex doesn't have 
to feel that way. Free sample at www.durex.com. 
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Another Nokia discovery: 

People like to win. 

That's why we created Nokia's Hip Bowl Hop Sweepstaltes. 
It's only the most glamorous promotion ever to hit college 
football. Win a trip to the three Bowl Championship Series games 
in New Orleans, Miami and Tempo on your own private jet. Ring 
In the New Year in style with today's hottest designer fashions. 
Noicia's Hip Bowl Hop. What are you doing for New Year's? 



Watch the 



To enter call 1-900-44-NOKIA ($.90 a call-in 
addition to any applicable LD or phone company 
fees) or log on to www.usatoday.com 

and irk to our sMeepstekes entry page, a send yo^ name. acKkess. and pfione n/rber on a TxS* card to N(>oa^ Hp Bowl 
Hop Sweepstakes. PO. Box 3142. Northbfook IL 60065. Entries must tie receivBd tjy 1 1/21/98. See official nies below. 

Discovar more about Nokia at www.Nokia.com. Nokia is listed on 
the NYSE (NOKJl) and is a registered traiiemark of Nokia Coiporatian. 
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POP SX4R 2000 

PHOTOGR/IPHS BY PETER R0B/ITH/1N 

BUSTil RHYMES: THE MfORLD'S ONLY PUITINUM-SELLING, DOOMSDiiy-PROPHESyiNG, 
RANTS-DROPPING SUPERHERO. JUST MfHilT, EXACTLY, IS HIS DILLY, YO? BY CHARLES AARON 
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7ME AND BUSI4 ARE SO MUCH AUKE," 

SAYS /VllSSy ELLIOn. "\'AA A 

GIRL BUSI4 AND HE'S A BOY /MISS/." 



Playing a larger-than-life pop star can be a belinling grind, especially on a 
drizzly afternoon at the Wiz record store in the Bronx. Especially when a 
battalion of cops is herding civilians behind blue barricades and asking for 
free T-shirts; especially when your "street team" of promo gremlins is scuf- 
fling with Jay-Z's street team, and one of your guys gets handcuffed for allegedly 
dissing a police horse; and especially when 400-pound local hero Big Punisher 
cruises by in a limo, sticks his meaty paw out the window, and hurls $20 bills at a 
crowd waiting on the sidewalk. A crowd waiting to see you. 

Inside, the guest-of-honor— 26-year-old rapper Trevor Smith, a.k.a. Busta Rhymes- 
puts on his best face, grinning dutifully while he autographs CD sleeves and xeroxed 
photos for the queue of kids and parents. Seated with compadres the Flipmode Squad 
at two card tables in the store's back comer, casually dressed in a light-blue terry cloth 
jumpsuit under baggy overalls, he could be a hip-hop camp counselor. But as a tiny tot 
approaches warily, eyes obscured by mini-dreads and a Tommy Hilfiger fishing hat the 
mood suddenly shifts. And the 'Busta Rhymes" persona begins to fill the room. 

"Yo, you reppin'?" he demands, his deep voice suddenly loud and harsh (mean- 
ing: Have you bought the Flipmode Squad's The Imperial Album, released today?). 
Reaching out as if for a handshake, Busta seizes the boy's arm, and yanks him for- 
ward, chin-to-chin. 

"You buy an album, I'll talk to you for an hour," he barks gruffly. "I'll be your friend 
all day If not...5eee yaaaa\' 

Then the rapper rears back, cackles benevolently, and unveils his patented MTV- 
friendly visage— a toothy, otherworldly cross between a gleeful laugh and a rictus 
screwface. Then, just as quickly, his face goes blank. "Take care, short-stop, 
i-ight?" whispers Busta, as the boy edges away, turning to look for his mother. 
Imagine Santa Claus sarcastically telling you what's under the Christmas tree, then 
sending you home with a pat on the head. 



Sex symliol, cash cow: 
These days, 
everybody wants 
a piece of Busta. 



So what exactly is Busta Rhymes up to? Not a playa, a 
gangsta, or a hater of either, he gets called lots of things— 
tourt jester," 'Tasmanian Devil on acid." "intergalactic cocker 
spaniel"— but nothing quite captures him. He delights in con- 
tradictions and misdirections. Dancing in manic, stiff thrusts 
and rapping in his own whimsical language of wordless howls 
{"Yaow yaow yaowl" "Raaarggh") and hooting catchphrases 
("Woo hahl!" 'What's the dilly. yo7"), he could be a Jamaican 
Pentecostal Irumping in the spirit," i.e., going into a trance 
and speaking in tongues. In fact, his mom and dad were 
Brooklyn transplants from Jamaica's Montego Bay and 
St. Ann's Bay, respectively. His music, all sideways drum 
sparks, oddball piano samples, and paranoid melodrama, 
sounds more like operatic dancehall than street-level hip- 
hop, but its crazed intensity makes legions of pop and rock 
fans bob their heads. He's an uncommon sex symbol, drawing 
batted eyelashes from, among others, two Connecticut white 
girls, who traveled all the way to the Bronx to get their bare 
breasts signed. He tempts you with apocalyptic revelations, 
then spits a rhythmically intricate one-liner that ridicules your 
very yearning for an answer. 

He likes to say "motherfucker." A lot. 

Perhaps his only peer in pop peerlessness is friend and 
collaborator Missy "Misdemeanor* Elliott, she of the space 
suits, finger waves, and keys to the Jeep. "Me and Busta are 
so much alike," says Elliott, almost giddily "Even before I met 
him, I felt like, 'God, I'm a girl Busta and he's a boy Missy' 
[Laughs] K's like, we're both these loud characters, but we're 
also sort of unexplainable, you know what I mean?" 

Like Ms. Supa Dupa Fly, Busta's colorfully absurd videos 
(directed by either Hype Williams or Williams's protege Paul 
Hunter) are galaxies away from ghetto realness. yet he's never 
been brought before a hip-hop authenticity inquisition. Like 
Elliott, he cavorts in cartoonish outfits— usually of the 
Dr. Seuss-gone-rude-bwoy variety— yet he's never been 
branded a silly minstrel (a la M.C. Hammer). On 1997's baroque, 
end-of-the-century memorial service and hoochie party known 
as the Puff Daddy & the Family World Tour, Busta stole the show 
by simply dropping his drawers and growling. "For me, wearing 
some wild costume and talking shit, that's who I am," he insists. 

"What makes Busta unique is his ability to hone into his art 
and deliver his identity," says old buddy Q-Tip, who gave 
Rhymes his mainstream break-out on A Tribe Called Quest's 
"Scenario" in 1991. "And he's such a personable mother- 
fucker that you can't resist or ignore him." 

An enigma wrapped in a riddle inside fluorescent yellow 
vinyl overalls— at times it's impossible to tell if Busta Rhymes is 
kidding, celebrating, or gritting his teeth in unspeakable agony. 
He refuses to be your clown, unless, of course, he feels like 
It. And if you've got a problem with that, he'll fuck you up with 
the quickness (just check the numerous beatdown skits on his 
records). To twist dub poet Linton Kwesi Johnson's famous 
phrase, Busta likes to make history out of mystery. No matter 
how many ways he ties up his ropy dreadlocks, they still sprout 
into thousands of question marks. 

"BLACK MOTHERFUCKERS JUST UKE TO PRESENT ILLUSIONS, 
you know what I'm saying?" Busta Rhymes is chain-smoking 
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THERE'S A SIDE OF MY LIFE TH4T HAS TO SMY OUT OF >Viy 
/MUSIC SO 1 01N REX4IN SO/ME SAHnV. TREkOR a41ITH DONT M^NTTO BE 
BOTHERED mH AUi TH/IT BUSM RHYAAES BULL " 



Nwwpofts Md hoMhiQ foflh in a oonferanoA roofn st EIuUia Rsoonto' RockofoNor 
Plaza offioM. Ha's in no huRx ainoB Ns iimt atop te a mealing wMi tabd 
Sylvia Rhone, who wlH mnind Mm that aha'a «oiy ainiiad about tha impanding, 
right-around-the-eomor Daoamltar r a l ea a a of hia naw albtim, £iMnctfwi taw/ 
Ewnt (meaning: Elaldra'a '98 bottom line naadk a Buela booal nonri). The album, 
whM taaturaa oamaoe by Janet Jaokaon and O29 Oabouma b oovar of Blaok Sab- 
btlh'a Iran iMan*X ia mora mu8ioallyelabonla«Mn 1996^ The Ooniihffand 199ra 
Whon Diaaator Strik&s (whidi both went platinuni), and BuaU'a rtiymaa are aiwp- 
enod to a percussive buzz saw. Taking ita title from the mliennial abloekbualar 
Oe«{p Impact, the album's rife wKh cryptic waminga, pat^ ahout-oula, aenial bacU- 
nage, and viciously erudite jabberwocky. 

Inhaling deepljft Buala raetarta Ma bain of thought; *So we dress up like Hump^ 
Hump and bring the funk In a fake noae and uae all thitee outrageous metaphore and 
ahit And that's what all the terminology in h^hop ia about If a black aWt Beoauae, 
moat of flie time, through history, that'a all weVre been aIHe to do>-talk our vny in 
and out of aiiualiona. And it'a gotten to auch a point that we'll come up with a clever 
way to get out of trouble when we aint even really in trouble in the first placel" 

Though possessed of an engulfing preaence at 6'2'' (he was a budding basketball 
star at Uiilondale High School on Long laland), in person Busta can be rather 
somber and reserved. He pauaee thoughtfully and doaan't like to be inlamiplad. 
He wante to be understood. 

'The usual reaction Is, 'Oh, Busta Rhymes is a wild, animated motherfucker,' and 
that's cool. I like being the wild motherfucker, obviously. But that's not the end of H" 
He flicks an ash on the carpet "When Busta Rhymes is all over, I still got to deal 
with that person, Trevor Smith, who's always been there. There's a side of my life that 
/lastostayoutof mymusic, so I can retain some sanity. Trevor Smith don't want to be 
bothered with all the hectic bullshit that Busta Rhymes has got to be bothered with, 
you batter believe that" 

That other side of his life, the part he wants to protect from the "hectic bullshit," 
revolves around his five-year-old son, Tziah (that's him in the "Woo Hahll Got You All 
in Check" video), who spirts time between his mother, Joanne, and Busta's mother, 
Geraldine Greene, now separated from Busta's dad and remarried. The e)rtended 
family (including Busta's brother Paul) all lives on Long Island, where the Smiths 
migrated in the early '80s from East Flatbush, Brooklyn When in town. Busta splits 
his time between Long Island and a place in East Flatbush (he and Joanne are no 
longer a couple). But during the past two-and-a-half years, he's basically been on the 
stump— shooting videos, touring (the Puffy tour, Smokin' Grooves), guesting on other 
folks' records (Elliott Puffy, LL. Cool J, etc.), starting his own company (Flipmode 
Entertainment), fashion line (BushI), and overseeing his eager, if unpolished, MC 
crew, the Flipmode Squad (cousin Rampage, childhood friend^n-weed SplW Star, 
Rah Oigga, Lord Have Mercy, and Baby Sham). 

As a resuK, he's had to become a cell-phone dad. 

"I speak to my son every day, regardless of where I am," he says, sitting up some- 
what defensively. "But I do feel guilty, because even though I'm providing for him 
financially, I just want to be with him, you know? Just enjoying all the little funny shK 
he does in the process of growing up. I want to be M» 10 look atthinga he doee later 

in life, and know that he learned that from his dad." 

One could hear this and go, "Aww, ain't that sweet" and then check out the 
lovey-dovey duet on When Disaster Strikes with Erykah Badu, and say that Busta 
Rhymes is a softie at hearl But that would be a mistake. If anything, the birth of Tziah, 
his second son, in 1994, only hardened his sense of life's randomness and fragility, 
since It followed, by a year, the passing of his first son, Tahiem. Aside from the 
breakup of his first group-the preternaturally gifted foursome Leaders of the New 
School, who recorded two al b urns for Elektra in ttie eariy 'g08-4here*8 been no mora 
crucial influence on Busta's life or career. 

"It was very, very hard for him," says his mom Geraldine, a sweet-faced, 40-ish for- 
mer legal secretary who runs Flipmode Entertainment out of a temporary office in 
lower Manhattan. "Joanne went into early labor after five months, so when the baby 
was born, it weighed only two pounds, and only lived for two hours," Out of touch 
while on tour with Leaders in the West Indies, Busta returned home to the news. 
"He still has regrets," his mom adds, forcing a smile. Her mellifluous accent warms 



the drab office space. "They both go to the burial site regularly, and take Tziah witft 
them. They raised T'ziah to know about Dtda Tahiem. Even the other dq^ he eind, 
'Grandma, I wish my brolhorwaa herab' And I said, 'Well, he'^ in heaven looking 
down on you." 

AMiough Buata oheriaties his mom's aentimenta, he doeant share her Christian 
OOnoap B on of God's plan. A member of the secularized lalamic sect five Percent 
Nation aince his early teens (he took the name Taltiem* ttefore bestowing it upon 
Ma aonX Buala boHaMe that God dweUe wHhin the aeW, and that SS percent of the 
population, ignorant and unbliaaful, ia headed for a terrible day of reckoning, 
10 percent know the truth but withhold it while the other 6 perceirt are the chosen 
enlightened. Founded in Hariem in 1964 by Clarence *13X* Smith (an ex-Nation 
of lalam fMower, thanked on both Leaders of the New School albums), Five Percent 
haa 'aiwaya had a hip-hop presence, wHh adherents including Rakim, Poor Right- 
eous Teachers, Brand Nubian, Queen Latifah, Erykah Badu, Wu-Tang Clan, and 
Canibua. Its proclamation that the black man is God' is particularly appealing. With 
the year 2000 nearing. Five Percent "mathematics*— a malleable mix of Egyptol- 
ogy, numerology, and biology-has become hip-hop's central subtext 

While Busta's music offers an exhilirating, if confounding, carnival of sights and 
sounds, during our conversation he repeatedly veered toward Five Percent fore- 
lx>ding, aching for answrers beyond the showbiz cipher. And even though his parents 
(Trevor, Sr. was an electrical contractor) could afford to move to the suburbs (as he 
can), he returns to "the ghetto* and "the street' searching for meaning. As a kid, hip- 
hop was his artistic salvation— he dropped out in the 11 th grade to pursue music pro- 
faaaional^r-but, at flmee, mainabeam lap'a atuntad language eeema to be hia trapi 

Sp/n: Way back on the second Leaders of the New School album (T.I.M.E. In 
1993), you were talking about the end t>elng near, and time running out but In 
a much more poetic, abstract way. 

Busta Rhymes: There are different levels of intelligence and many different ways of 
getting that intelligence across. Unfortunately, the motherfucker on the street who 
lives and dies for hip-hop just wasn't with all that complicated poetic shit. And I feel 
like hip-hop is about communicating and getting a response and sharing it right now! 
I don't want to put out some so-called next shit and tvra years later, motherfuckers be 
walking down the street and a lightbulb goes on and ttwy'll Iw IHce, *Oh yeah, now 
I get what he was saying!" What good is that? 
But doesn't that mean you're dumbing down your lyrics? 
No, Instead of going off about controlling and mastering "the inner mind's eye' or that 
"time moves within" or that we've got to face 'tour endless dispute with reality' [ail ref- 
erences from the second Leaders album], I'm just saying, "There ain't too much 
time left for you to fuck around." (Laughs) That's alL 

Why do you get into so many simulated fights and shoot-outs on your records? 
I've got to reach people, man. I've got to create an impact So metaphorically, 
I might be saying, "I'm gonna slap the shit outta you and make your face bleed,' but 
I'm just talking about the eHecttheeound of my voioeoan haM. i want ny wioeto 

reflect that intensity. 

Couldn't you get that intensity some otiier way? 

I communicate in a certain way tjecause of where and how I was brought up. I talk 
alx)ut street shit, I talk about black-people shit and unless you been brought up in 
an environment like that it's going to take some time for you to dectplier where I'm 
coming from. 

Why do you have such an obsession with Armageddon? 
From way back when I was a kid, I always wanted to know how long I was going 
to live, how long the world was going to exist, and what if the worid blew up right 
under my foot on the way to the weed spot... And the second I became aware of 
the Five Percent, I started to read and think about everything that was between 
the lines. It taught me to never take anyliiing at faoevahie, that we've got to take 
care of ourselves. 

What do you think is going to happen In the new millennium? 

Stock market crash, computer virus, no democratic system alter this term. I think of 
rap music being taken away, by law. I think about the cash society tming destroyed. 
Do you have any idea how many niggas don't have credit? Don't even have any 
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idea how to get credit? None of this shit is for us. prosperity ain't meant for us, no 
matter how many rap stars get their little piece of the pie. 
You feel that vulnerable? 

It's like we're rats in a maze with little electrical currents on each wall, and when we 
get shocked, we're gonna run or freak out. That's all this structure is, man. 
What do you think about what's happening with President Clinton? 
The truth is undisputed, and we can run around it all we want, but the bottom line is 
this: Who the fuck are we if the president's got to sit on TV for four hours and look 
like a fucking assholel Over some dumb shiti Who are we? What are we? It just goes 
to show that they will destroy their own in the highest positloni 
Who are 'nhey"? 

The people with the real, broad-scale agendas. They got you so busy with dumb 
shit that you haven't seen anything that's happened in the last 50 years to put you 
where you are. See, I'm not predicting that any type of Armageddon is going to 
happen on the morning of January 1, 2000— that's not the point The point is, some- 
body is hypothetically Imagining that it could happen, and that's how history is 
made, l-listory is made by some motherfucker dreaming up some crazy-ass plan, 
trying to put it into effect, fucking shit up. 
What Interested you about the movie Deep Impact? 

You know what got to me about that shit? Why, during the time frame of the ending 
of the world, is there a black president? How ill is that? I've never seen a movie with 
a black president. Why are you going to decide to put a black president in a movie 
when he ain't got no time to exist? At the end of the world, all the most crucial, dirty 
truth that's got to be communicated to the world has got to be done by a niggal 
Yeah, you do the dirty worki You tell the rest of the world that their motherfucking life 
is overl You do it, niggal 

Five Percent teaches that blacks are superior to whites, right? 



m^y," BUSI4 IVONDERS OF THE 
MOVE DEEP lAIP/JCl 
DO /OU PUT IN A BMCK PRESIDENT 
H/HEN HE /1INT GOT NO TI/ME 
TO EXIST? HOW ILL IS IHAl?" 



Wli>ohah?:Busta 
contemplates life 
without shirts, and the 
end of the world. 



h teaches us that the godlike element exists within those who 
have been blessed with the nature to be godlike. Unfortunately, 
I don't think that's in the nature of white people. 
Mayt>e it's not in the nature of people, In general. 
That's true.... See, it goes beyond a race thing: It's a control 
thing. "White" and "black" is just part of the whole delusion 
that we're caught up in. It's an effective way to control us. 
K's been Instilled in us, in this country, for as long as we've 
been here, and it's real fucking effective. But it's only the 
means to an end. 

Is hip-hop just becoming a corporate "Entertainment" 
that's part of the structure that's controlling us? 

No, because hip-hop is a means of providing life for mother- 
fuckers who are about to die! If hip-hop was just entertain- 
ment, I don't think you'd be sitting here asking me all these 
questions, because we ain't just been talking about no music or 
rapping styles. We been talking about life, and what it means 
to survive in this society. And no matter how popular hip-hop 
gets as entertainment, that's what it will always be about 
Do you ever see that changing? 

A lot of white people are now feeling like victims of shit that 
black people have felt like victims of for a long time. So they're 
like, "Wait a minute, I'm white, this isn't supposed to happen to 
me." And that's what you're hearing in a lot of rock music— vic- 
tim shit But black people have t>een victims from Jump Street, 
we've been taught paranoia since we were little kids, so it ain't 
as much of an issue. Now, in hip-hop, motherfuckers ain't 
playing defense, they're talking back. They're giving off this 
vibe, like, "We don't want to be this way no morel" That's more 
rock'n'roll than rock'n'roll, you know what I'm saying? 

AT THIS YEAR'S MTV VIDEO MUSIC AWARDS, RAPPERS AND 
rockers alike were too busy back-slapping and networking to 
sweat such old-fashioned distinctions as who was more "rock- 
'n'roll." So it was a bit startling when award-winner Puff Daddy 
beckoned Busta Rhymes onstage. Dressed like a moonlight- 
ing mariachi (pom-poms hanging from the brim of his enor- 
mous hat), Busta edged Puffy aside, rudely hyped the Flip- 
mode Squad, and angrily shouted, "Hip-hop music foreverl* 
as if he were defending a forgotten cause. Then he bounced 
away smirking. It was classic Busta Rhymes material— bewil- 
dering, hilarious, and pointedly unhinged. He may be a court 
jester, but he's also got a head full of dread, and the contrast 
informs his every bugged-out masquerade. 

On a recent Saturday night, Busta is tucked away in a Man- 
hattan recording studio while the deadline neared for his new 
album. Sitting by himself on a sofa, editing and rewriting 
lyrics, he takes breaks to play bits of the new album, and 
when the music's obliterating bass kicks in, the "Busta 
Rhymes" persona appears, excitedly gesturing and explaining 
how he shifts the inflection in his voice from song to song. 
But when the music stops, he turns solemn and serious. 
"I may be some crazy animated character in a video," he says 
quietly, "but if that's all I was, I would've been thrown on the 
garbage pile a long time ago." 

Then he's gone again, tmmping in the spirit of Woo Hah. ^ 
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Life in Hellion: Glover requested that he be photographed near a tombstone used 
as a prop in his movie. And that he be shot using tungsten bulbs. 




Crispin Glover is lounging in the frosty, red-lit interior of 
the Good Luck Bar, near Sunset and Hollywood in Los 
Angeles. The place has the relaxed, boho feel of a 
downtown Manhattan dive, with only a minimum of 
movie-industry hustle. Glover sits in a corner, empty-handed. He 
doesn't drink to any great extent or do drugs. When one of his com- 
panions orders a nonalcoholic Shirley Temple for him— an ironic 
gesture (Temple figures in Glover's new film project)— and the wait- 
ress offers him the brimming pear-shaped glass on a lacquered 
tray, he waves it away. "I really used to like them when I was a kid," 
he says. "But, no. Thank you, though." His smile is sheepish and 
apologetic. Maybe it's the sugar. His diet largely consists of soy- 
bean by-products, somewhere in the Macro-Vegan zone. Tofu. 
Tempeh. Seitan. Miso. How clean and sober can he be? A few 
moments later a distinctively psychedelic guitar solo plays over the 
Good Luck sound system. "This sounds pretty good," he says, grin- 
ning. "Who is it?" It's Jimi Hendrix. 



YOU REACH CRISPIN GLOVER'S THREE-STORY, SPANISH-STYLE 
villa through a short, dark stone tunnel. The surrounding wall is cov- 
ered in abundant, blazing red bougainvillea blossoms; inside there 
is a circular cobblestoned driveway occupied by a beige Mercedes 
and a 1962 Studebaker convertible. His villa, where he's lived alone 
for the past five years, isn't anything like the penthouse he previ- 
ously occupied, a place Arsenic Hall once described as "Dracula's 
bachelor pad." His current home looks like a medieval monastery 
decorated with the expressionistic sets from The Cabinet of 
Dr. Ca/'yan— high, vaulted ceilings; a grand sweep of stairs with a 
wrought-iron banister; sparse antique furnishings; paintings and art 
objects; oddly shaped doorways with narrow corridors leading 
into a catacomb of rooms. "It was built in the '20s,* he says. "It 
belonged to Tom Mix, the silent-era cowboy star." 

Glover is in the final editing stages of What Is It?, the first film 
in a projected trilogy he's been writing and directing over the last 
three years. He is offering a sneak peek at an early cut. There's 
been precious little reported about this project, other than that it 
is going to be really weird. The cast is allegedly made up of actors 
with Down syndrome, and the actress Fairuza Balk is also said to 
be involved. It all sounds appealingly strange in that very Crispin 
Glover-ish kind of way. 

The 34-year-old actor and cult fave is most famous for his roles 
in Sac^t to the Future, River's Edge, and Wild at Heart. But he also 
has a separate creative existence as a true and active proponent of 
the D.I.Y. ethos, as the author of four limited-edition, collage-style 
art books and two spastic garage CDs, which he wrote and sang 
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Home movie: Left, actor Eric 
Yates watching a puppet show in 
What Is n7that depicts a 
threatened castration. Right, 
What Is //? cast members Ricicy 
Wittman, Lynn Conley; Carlos 
Richardson, and Cheryl Brown 
try to communicate. 



the lyrics for. His song "Auto-Manipulator" 
begins: "Women are sweet and girls are honey / 
But beat your meat and save your money." 

He even sells his own works via a Web site, 
Volcanic Eruptions (memljers.aol.com/vlcncrptns/ 
VolcanicEruptions.html). "My career has been a 
mixture of having to make money and doing 
things I feel okay about,' he says. "If I didn't think 
about the contents of the scripts so much, if 
I just went and did a lot of things, I would make a 
lot more money If I could just get a lobotomy, I'd 
be better off. I have actor friends who work for 
money and say other things come from that. Ulti- 
mately, I find it ugly." 

Glover has done some test screenings of the 
film in various parts of the country as part of his 
live, one-man performance act, Crispin Hellion 
Glover's Big Slide Show. ("Hellion" is the middle 
name he was given at birth by his father, a film 
actor named Bruce Herbert Glover.) He didn't 
elaborate on the live show or the film because he 
fears that too much media exposure might finish 
off an act he hopes to sustain in comfortable 
demi-anonymity for years to come. That, he says, 
is why he will not perform it in New York City or 
Los Angeles. "Many vaudevillians were able to 
go for years doing the same act over and over," 
he says, "just playing small cities around the 
country. But once they did New York or L.A., 
because of the press they then had to come up 
with a new act or their careers were over." 

There are descriptions of the entire show on 
the various unofficial Web sites devoted to 
Glover. A performance in Ybor City, Florida, was 
called "a night of sinister cinema and wordplay" 
involving visual projections and readings from 

Glover's books, after which audience members were 'Rewarded," we are told crypti- 
cally, 'by some intimate one-on-one time with Crispin." 

What Is It? begins with a prologue. Glover dry-whispers, "Let me tell you a story. 
Before you meet me, we will start with the lotus of the story. The navel, so to speak. All that 
is forthcoming emanates from this one person, whom we shall call the Young Man." A 
snail swirls across green leaf spears, trailing its secretions. The Young Man, who indeed 
has Down syndrome, picks up the snail and examines it with a mixture of awe and 
incomprehension. In the following scenes, which flow like a fever dream, the Young 
Man retrieves a pipe from its hiding place. There is a sequence of shots involving a 
wrinkled old woman and the Young Man smoking the pipe. In between puffs, the old 
woman sucks on a plastic tube. Mexican porno music blares on the soundtrack with 
much cooing and squealing. Then, in what might be construed as a hallucination, there is 
a visit to an Aztec temple, where another character, also with Down syndrome, holds a 
bright red rose swarming with ladybugs. A snail is sliced in half with a razor blade. 

Many snails foam to death in showers of salt. Eventually, we return to the Young Man in 
his room, professing his love to a snail, whom he tietrays by reducing it to pulp and shell 
shards. Guilt and remorse set in. As the Young Man attempts Frankensteinian recon- 
struction on the univalve with a tube of airplane glue, the snail's mate slithers over the win- 
dowsill and, in Fairuza Balk's voice, asks, "Where's my friend?" "I don't know," the Young 
Man replies. Fairuza Snail spots the puddle that was once her friend and wails mournfully. 
The Young Man flees the house. The screen fades to black. A red question mark appears. 
And, finally, we are given the film's title. 

WHAT IS IT? IS AN OUTRfe, BEWILDERING, UNNERVING, SURREAL, BLACKLY 
comic film, (t is brilliant in its sensitivity and humanity and infantile in its excess. For 
some, the surface narrative will seem confusing, but only because the film represents 
the interior life of its author. It's not a movie with speeding car chases and explosions 
(though it has its share of large naked breasts). It reflects how Crispin Glover 
processes his thoughts and feelings and how he reinterprets that information. What 
Is It?, like Close Encounters of the Third Kind: The Special Edition, invites you inside 
a musical UFO, the spaceship that is Crispin Glover's brain. 

'It's the point of view of a neurotic mind-set," he says. "My mind-set It's not meant 
to represent the mind-set of a Down syndrome person." He insists his film follows the 
narrative structure detailed by mythologist Joseph Campbell in The Hero With a 
Thousand Faces. "The Hero's Journey," he says, 'is the most basic story form. All 
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stories and myths are, on some level, a Hero's Journey. It is almost impossible to 
relay any kind of story without utilizing some pattern from the structure of a Hero's Jour- 
ney. One could simply say, 'He went across the street' And this would be the hero leav- 
ing his normal woHd to set out upon his quest 

"It can come forth," he continues, "from the psyche in many different patterns, still 
work within a greater pattern, and still t>e good structure, as long as it is reflective of an 
inner psychic truth. I can feel good story structure when I'm acting because there is a 
psychological truth revealed when something is properly structured." 

Glover's view may be less than truly trailblazing, if only because the "hero's quest" 
story structure is a particularly Hollywood idea. In every story conference with studio 
development people, they're going to talk structure, and it's going to be Syd Field's 
three-act puzzlebox, or the principles of Robert McKee, or Christopher Vogler's reread- 
ing of Joseph Campbell for the movies. And What Is It? is about as far from Hollywood 
as a film can get. It's closer to Werner Herzog's Even Dwarves Started Small, the 
films of the Kuchar Brothers, or the work of New York's underground genius Nick Zedd, 
than it is to sharing a box of chocolates with Fon-est Gump. What Is It? is an act of poetic 
terror that operates on the same associative level one experiences while dreaming. 

The issues raised by the film's confrontational imagery pose an interesting problem. 
Given our society's current polite vocabulary, how does one discuss this work in an 
insightful and nonreactionary fashion? How does one deal with the Minstrel, a white 
actor in blackface who aspires to be other than who he is and injects himself with snail 
enzymes? Or the nude, golden-locked Shirley Temple look-alike standing before a Nazi 
flag, masturbating with the handle of a riding crop? Or the naked man with cerebral 
palsy lying in a giant sea shell and being masturbated by a monkey-masked woman, 
while Johnny Rebel croons "Niggers Never Die, They Only Smell That Way"? 

The dialog between artist and audience about problems such as these, and their 
potential resolution, is really what the function of myth is all about. This film may, In fact 
conform to the hero's quest story structure, but it does so in a genuine way, one that 
inspires independent thought, as opposed to simple connect-the-dots storytelling 
designed to sell popcorn. All reasons why What Is It? won't be coming soon to a 
multiplex near you or anybody else. Instead, like early D.I.Y. "All-Colored Cast' film- 
maker Oscar Micheaux, who traveled the country in the '20s and '30s booking 
moviehouses in which to screen his cinematic productions for African-Americans, 
Crispin Glover is taking his film on the road this winter, booking it into theaters across 
the country, where he'll personally tear your ticket stub at the door, 
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] SOUNDGIRL POMTER: NEOTROPIC 

The headz at San Francisco's Justice League have come out for snip-hoppers DJ 
Vadim and the Herbaliser, but wafting out of the speal<ers is some other shit entirely: 
what sounds like a mix of shivery old orchestral scores, choirgirls paddling through 
pools of echo, and cyborg B-boys wielding unidentified power tools. Look closely at 
a darkened comer of the stage— beneath the huge video projections of power sta- 
tions and desolate apartment blocks— and you can spot the source of this dizzying 
display: an impish sister with a headful of braids, surrounded by a battery of electron- 
ics. Clearly, this is one woman who identifies with the Wizard, not Dorothy. 

"1 kind of like being in the background," says the ever-low-key Riz Maslen, also 
known as Neotropic and Small Rsh With Spine. Perhaps it's a reaction to her "horri- 
ble, just horrible" television appearances with synth-pop outfit the Beloved in the 
early 'OOs. "We played this live kids' show in Britain that's hosted by a stuffed 
sheep," she says. "The girls had to wear these ridiculous tight silver tops. It was freez- 
ing, and we were trying to cover up our nipples because they'd gone all hard. It was 
like, my God, these parents are going to think we want to have a go at their child renl' 

But despite her taste for invisibility, Maslen displays a yen for personal expression 
worthy of any guitar-strumming singer/songwriter. Her records are largely instrumen- 
tal, and like DJ Shadow's assemblages, there's an abstract storytelling in their filmic 
data-storms. But while this sort of head music is mainly the province of male artists 
and fans, Maslen's tracks often flash a cannily female sensibility. Take "Vent" from 
the recent Mr. Brubaker's Strawberry Alarm Clock. Introduced with a sample of a lit- 
tle girl singing "Lizzie Borden took an ax / Gave her husband 40 whacks," its Glock- 
cocking percussion evokes Robert De Niro's battle-dressing scene from Taxi Driver 




2 QUEEN OF THE JUNGLE: DJ RiV 

"Pussy rules the world," says DJ Rap with a grin, and at the moment there's no arguing 
the point It's two days posl-Starr report, and the renowned U.K. junglist is curled up on 
the couch in her posh East London flat, eating a bowl of Weetabix and watching Presi- 
dent Clinton squirni on TV. "Just look at him," she says. "The most powerful man on 
earth, brought to his knees by a bit of skirt." 

Rap, a.k.a. 29-year-old Charissa Saverio, a former topless Page 3 tabloid model, 
could doubtless bring her own share of admirers to their knee pads. Instead, she's 
spent most of the past ten years bringing punters to their feet. A fast-talking blond 
who's equal parts tomt)oy and fashion plate. Rap's been working the decks since 
1990, has spun at virtually every major English rave, and has produced at least one 
classic track: 1993's 'Spiritual Aura," a bit of breathy ambient breakljeat that sounds 
like something Tori Amos might create if she were weaned on acid house rather than 
acid rock. In 1995, Rap recorded Intelligence, one of the first single-artist drum'n'bass 
records, and currently runs her own label, Proper Talent 

"She's been there from the beginning, representing in a chauvinistic world," says her 
friend Dego MacFartane of 4 Hero. "She can't be ignored." True enough: Whereas 
some women might downplay their girliness when rolling with the rough boys. Rap 
dresses up for high-gloss photo shoots in DJ magazines, and coaxes gnariy bass lines 
into her seamless mixes despite an impressive set of nails. And while she's happy to 
work with skilled MCs, she has a reputation for unplugging unsatisfactory rappers. 
"They get so angry— it's brilliant" she says. 'You take a chance. You think, well, they're 
not gonna hit me— I'm DJ Rap.' 

Recently, Rap upped U^e ante as no name-brand DJ has before: She began working 
with a vocal coach and singing diva lines herself. The result Learning Curve, was 
released by Higher Ground/Sony in the U.K. this fall and will hit the U.S. in early '99. It 
flexes the same creative ambition as kindred jungle artists Goldie and Roni Size, but in 



as reimagined by Lara Croft Better yet is 'Gutted,' a howling bit of lovesickness 
worthy of PJ Harvey, channeled through vocalist Nina Berry. 

"I started out as a singer, but I never really wanted to be one," says Maslen, refer- 
ring to her teenage stint with a Goth outfit called Shrine. Then, like so many other 
British kids in the late '80s, Maslen had her rave epiphany. 'I won't say Ecstasy 
changed my life, but through going out and seeing how this music came about it 
kind of inspired me to do something about it," she says. She eventually hooked up 
with Brian Dougans and Gary Cobain of Future Sounds of London, who encouraged 
her to buy a sampler and get going. A tad wistful now that a seven-year relationship 
with Dougans has ended, she happily hibernates in a tiny East London flat packed 
with a home studio and crates of records. Sometimes, when her work is going well, 
she won't leave the apartment for days at a time. 

Maslen's pop heroes Include Bjork, Cibo Matto, Madonna, and Luscious Jackson, 
and she's found herself working with vocalists more and more. Recentiy, she's been 
writing material with her pal Paul Jason Fredericks, a singer/songwriter who clutches 
a Macintosh rather than an acoustic guitar. At Maslen's record release party at Lon- 
don's trendy Blue Note club, he set off three songs in a high-drama Tony Bennett 
croon, braving Maslen's sample barrage in a sort of sonic war between the sexes. 
"He eases the pressure off me as a performer," she says after the show. "He's some- 
thing else to hide behind." Post-show, as a crowd of guys gather around to back-pat, 
a young woman shyly thanks Maslen for the music, then quickly slips away. "You 
know," the fan says later, confessing to her own turntable dalliances, "I've always 
wanted to be her." ^ 




the space of a single disc. Rap covers more stylistic ground than either of them: 
Garbage-style electro-rock, hardcore-jungle, Anglo-Asian freestyle, and even a voice- 
and-guitar remake of Derrick May's legendary techno tearjerker "Strings of Life." Not 
surprisingly, the backlash has already begun. In a DJ magazine review of her tech- 
poppy single 'Good to Be Alive," the least-withering comment dubbed her "the Kate 
Bush of drum'n'bass." 

But Rap has always done as she pleased. Back when London jungle DJs made deci- 
sions as a collective unit, she broke ranks to play a party the group was boycotting. 
Despite an anonymous phone call threatening that she'd be "slashed" if she per- 
formed, she did anyway, and even stuck around afterward to dance. Truth t>e told, she's 
a bit of a magnet for trouble. Playing a huge rave early in her DJ career, she segued into 
4 Hero's daricside track 'Mr. Kirk" and its sinister "Mr. Kirit, your son is dead" sample, 
unaware a boy had been stabbed to death minutes earlier After the media fallout she 
hid in her house for a month. Rap also coyly notes that a chapter in ex-boyfriend Wayne 
Anthony's rave history Class of '88 is about her, presumably the one concerning a 
female musician who freaks so hard on an acid tab that she trashes her studio and ulti- 
mately requires four hospital porters and a supertiuman dose of sedatives to subdue her. 

Rap says she's since learned how to put on the brakes. Rolling a demure spliff, 
she's equivocal about the prospect of success. "I can always go back to DJing, and 
I've thought about it when things started getting to be too much," she says, 'h was 
great— I was famous without being famous, made all these records, made good mon- 
ey." But the walls of her loft are covered with a number of huge publicity posters of 
her own bad self, a shrine to a rising pop star. "It's not like I'm big-headed and I like 
to see myself," she says in her defense. "They inspire me. I feel shitty, my boyfriend 
treats me like shit I can look over at the wall and say, 'Fuckin' hell, don't let that cunt 
getyoudownl'" ^ 
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THESE M4S1ER MANIPUUITORS TURN NOBODIES INTO 
HOMf TO DRESS, HOW TO SING, HOW TO DANCE fi S7NC, 
UP-SYNCH. AND IN THE CURRENT POP RESURGENCE, THEIR 
CHARTS. BY JOSHUA CLOVER I lUUSTIMTIONS BY R4UL iMm 



STARS, TEUMG THEM 
SOMETIMES HOW TO 
CHARGES ARE RUUNG 



Svengali" is merely a character in a 19th-century novel. But the idea of the man- 
it's almost always a man— who operates the star-making machinery is as old as 
Greek mythology, as musical as My Fair Lady, as current as Canadian 
crossover country divas, and as crucial to the story of modern pop as the 
guitar hero and the golden voice. 

A Svengali isn't merely a super-producer, one who hooks up with the talent and sweetens 
the mix. Producers, after all, can be hired and fired. Nor is he simply a dictatorial label head 
overseeing his diversified empire. At heart, the Svengali is half conceptual artist, half scam 
artist. In a biz that famously delivers lifestyle and sex appeal in the same package as 
melodies and big t>eats, the gifted Svengali is the guy building, if not the perfect tieast, at 
least the perfect delivery boy or girl, who'd be nothing without him. Puff Daddy and Phil 
Spector are Svengalis; Dr. Dre is not Berry Gordy, Jr. was a sometime Svengali; Suge Knight 
is just a big bully. Andy Warhol invented stars; Trent Reznor is merely a shining example. 

In 1998, thanks to a shortage of radio-friendly visionaries and a general boredom with 
angsty authenticity, manufactured rapture— from the dreamy to the seamy— ruled the air- 
waves. True, Bob Dylan went platinum in June, but irve Master P/No Limit products got 
their certifications, too, along with seven other Svengali-shepherded acts mentioned in 
the following chart. By the end of the summer, it was obvious six million Backstreet Boys 
fans couldn't be wrong, but in case they got confused, Backstreet "manager" Johnny 
Wright offered up 'N Sync for the sake of variety. Or something. 

Of course. Art should be beautiful and true; it should exist far from Machiavellian 



manipulations and sizzle-selling. As some famous French guy once noted, "Craft must 
have clothes, but truth loves to go naked." The thing is, clothes often make the music, and 
the Svengali is the one picking out the threads and pulling the strings. Eventually, said 
French slogan migrated to England, where it appeared on the wall of a rag shop at 430 
Kings Road in London, one variously known as Let h Rock, Too Fast to Live Too Young to 
Die, Seditionaries, and Sex. Its most famous owner was a crafty bastard by the name of 
Malcolm McLaren: pop profiteer, agit-auteur, culture bomber. In his ability to make some- 
thing from nothing (or 'Cash from Chaos," as he liked to put it), Mcl-aren became the 
standard by which modern Svengalis must be measured. 

But even Malcolm-esque metropoliticians come laden with ethical puzzlers: Haven't 
we seen enough of women singing and dancing while the boys make eyes and the men 
make money? Isn't exploiting the innocent appeal of teens a bit troublizing, even if it's not 
a Calvin Klein ad? Yes to both, and the t>eat goes on. 

If a Svengali tells a band how to represent, then MTV is surely one. The international 
market is a Svengali too, sending Ace of Base and Aqua to the same Anglo-Esperanto 
charm school. Maybe our own desire is the grandest Svengali of all, inventing one Celine 
Dion after another to tell us exactly what we want to hear. In any case, no two master 
manipulators are the same. They're handlers, managers, writers, producers, spouses, 
and/or label bosses. They work with bands or a single star; they keep the relationship 
straight-up business, or they get a little freaky, too. They flex in the shadows or can't resist 
the mic. Whatever their style, here are the Mach daddies who make 'em jump, jump. 
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WMLCOLM MCLAREN 

The Plan: An ever-changing setl-off of 
teen fury as pornography, the McLaren 
theory can nonetheless be boiled down 
to two basic schennes. No. 1: Take 
some angry kids and let them freak out 
on the leading edge of the subculture! 
teen Zeitgeist du jour, as long as they 
wear your clothes. No. 2: Parody the 
ludicrousness of No. 1. 
The Product: Sex Pistols. Bow Wow 
Wow, Rice Girls 

The Glory: The maestro of money for 
nothing and cheques for free, he 
invented the axiom "AJways announce 
your music in the most theatrical way 
possible." Excellent theater : music 
ratio followed: collected and quickly 
washed out of then-huge contract with 
EMI without the Sex Pistols ever deliv- 
ering an album. Immediately rinsed, 
lathered, and repeated with A&M. 
Fashion Highlight: Though he sorrw- 
times stood small as a manager, his 
contribution (with Vivienne Westwood) 
to rock fashion is huge. Revived couture 
politics: opened the channel between 
private kink and pop culture. Preferred 
narrow trousers. 

Microphone Fiend?: You betcha. 
Was hip-hopping as early as 1982 on 
the classic scratchfest Duck Rock; by 
1Q84 had moved on to robotic opera 
boogie and beyond. 

McLaren Quotient 9.9. Essential fig- 
ure in one of the greatest mystery cults 
of the 20th century. Desprte what the 
hard-core Lydonheads would have us 
believe, little sign that any McLart- 
onettes have cold-rocked a party since 
parting ways with him. Minor point 
deduction for blowing a chance to 
manage the Slits wrficn they turned 
down his creepy proposal to make 
them pom stars. 



The Ran: NKOTB + Boney M. + Hello Kitty + AbFa£} = $$$ 
The Product Spice Girls, Jimmy Ray 
The Glory: Svengaii Spice bought the Spice Girls' contract 
from assemblymen Bob and Chris Herbert for £50,000. 
Building on a marketing-before-music philosophy and a 
transcendent grasp of the international jackpot, had them 
earning £43 million in '97. Nonetheless, was suddenly 
sacked at year's end; an apparent romance with Baby Spice 
led to his sudden demise. 
Fashion Highlight: Ah, where to begin? 
Microphone Rend?: Not a chance- 
McLaren Quotient: 9.8. 'Are you Jimmy Ray?" "No, I'm 
Simon Fuller and Jimmy's my show pony. You will buy his 
record. I am hypnotizing you with my ponytail." Sadly, Mr. 
Ray's pompadour proved unhypnolic, Note to free-floating 
Spice girls: Do not swim without a trained Svengaii present. 
Bonus points for soccer star advert- combine the Spice Boys. 




The Plan: Smudge the line between boyish adolescent 
sweetness and teenybopper stud-farming: Get five pretty 
lads who can harmonize, grasp basic choreography, and 
smile; give them retooled '60s girl-group arrangements; and 
don't let them near the writing process. Make sure none of 
them have the same first name. 

The Product New Edition, New Kids on the Block, Perfect 
Gentlemen 

The Glory: Perfected the idea of a band whose main job 
was to avoid interfering with its own marketing juggernaut. 
Fashion Highlight His bands' glittering suit ensembles 
are an obvious inspiration to Puffy (see opposite page); Starr 
apparently drew his personal sense of sartorial splendor 
from Ethiopian demigod Haile Selassie, frequently sporbng a 
fake admiral's outfit b&decked with nbbons 8r>d medals. 
Microphone Fiend?: No relation to Atlantic or Midnight 
McLaren Quotient 9.7. Points off for brief later successes 
of various New Edition Frankensteins. Bonus points for 
hand in Marky Mark's solo debut and for spawning sub- 
Svengalis Johnny Wright (see 'Honorable Mention") and 
Michael Bivins (East Coast Family: see Bell Biv DeVoe, 
Another Bad Creation, Boys 11 Men). 




JIRMillNI DUPRI 



The Plan: Shorter, sweeter, deffer, baggier, cuter! 
The Product Kris Kross, Da Brat, Usher, Xscape, Jagged 
Edge, So So Del Bass All Stars, Himself 
The Giory: Made Mack Daddy and Daddy Mack jump. Sin- 
gle-handedly lifted Atlarrta into the hip-hop big leagues. In the 
secret battle of the hip-hop Svengalis, his remix of Mariah 
Carey's "Honey" blew Pufly's out the box, making Carey mere 
soundtrackage for a lyrical love-in with his own honey, Da Brat 
Fashion Hlghiight The Man Who Sold the World Back- 
ward Clothes; ushered in a new era of shirt-free adolescents. 
Microphone Rend?: Has guested (generally as 'JD') on 
more songs than Julio Iglesias; summer solo joint, Life in 
1412, did big biz white boasting 'Itake small groups / 
Turn 'em into big names." 

McLaren Quotient 9.6. A true something-from-nothing 
architect whose clients would be lost without his rhythm'n'- 
blueprint. Might not have built the House of Usher, but how 
quickly we forget At 15, Usher was in Puffy's playhouse with a 
record that never left the basenwni Bonus points for pioneer- 
ing the Atlanta Bass sound and hooking up the best and most 
anonymous soul single of '96, Ghost Town DJ's' "My Boo." 




PIW. SPICTOR 

The Plan: Teen operas played out on the Wall of Sound, 
with the best songwriters in the world, enough voices to 
sing the harmony hooks, and enough musicians to kick a 
symphony's ass. "The sound, not the acts, sold Phil's 
records," says the Rough Guide to Music. 
TTie Product The Crystals, Darlene Love, Bob B. Sow and 
the Blue Jeans, the Ronettes, Veronica, the Treasures, Mod- 
em Folk Quartet, Righteous Brothers, Ike & Tma Turner, the 
Checkmates 

The Glory: "The First Tycoon of Teen" had his own label 
and a suite of corporations (one named after his mom, an 
employee) by the age of 23. Ended up a poster boy for all 
that is wrong with Svengalidom: a reclusive control freak 
who couldn't stop meddling with the sound, he also mar- 
ried, muted, and mistreated the great Ronnie Bennett 
Fashion Highlight Famed in industry for black cape and 
pre-Beatles long hair. 

Microphone Fiend?: Toasts woodenly over "Silent Night" 
on A Special Christmas Gift for You From Phil Spector. 
McLaren Quotient 8.B. Loses pure Svengaii points for 
having actual musical talent, and for later working with 
already-icons John Lennon and Leonard Cohen. Bonus 
points for spinning off his houseboy Sonny Bono into sub- 
Svengali/congressman, and for once paying Ike Turner 25 
grand not to come to the studio. Punk points for coming out 
of retirement (again) to freak out the Ramones while pro- 
ducing End of the Century. 
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HMIT OORDT, JR. 

The Plan: The politics of dancing: sophisticated soul sounded 

out for the streets. 

The Product Motown: Diana Ross, Jackson 5, Marvin 
Gaye, etc. 

The Gtoiy: Building on the Spector formula of songcraft and 
sweet voices, he worked toward a much grar>der design: the 
record label as way of life. Like a Hapsburg king, he held his 
empire together for decades despite volumes of betrayals, 
in-fighting, strategic marriages, and tangled romances. 
Fashion Highlight First to grasp the importance of an in- 
house charm school. 

Microphone Rand?: By proxy-his son. Rockwell. 
McLaren Quotient: 8.3. More a starfinder than a 
starmaker, Gordy still pulls old-school Svengali cred for 
innovative role as a Lord of Lifestyle for his charges. The 
philosopher of assimilation dancepop literally had his 
charges walking the walk and talking the talk. 



mJIMK MRUN (BOKN PIUNZ MUTHU) 

The Plan: Be a model or just sing like one. Or just dance 
while one llp-synchs. 

The Product Boney M., Eruption, Gilla, Milli Vanilli, Q 
The Glory: The breakthrough theoretician of the six-continent 
crossover act, his first Boney M. lineup (of 1 1 ) did only press 
and dance shows. Total international sales: tn the gazillions. 
Fashion Highlight Though it's hard to ignore the influ- 
ence of Vanillian runway-dreads, the Boney supermodels- 
from -another- planet look remains haunting and elegant. 
Microphone Fiend?: Recorded "Stairway to Heaven" on 
much sought-after 1064 album credited to Far Corporation. 
McLaren Quotient 9.7, Shining knight of Svengali D.I.Y.: 
Dubbed in his own voice for all of Boney M.'s male vocals. 
Deduction for accidentally hiring the very talented future diva 
Claudja Barry. More points off for failing to teach Fab & Rob 
the simple phrase, "We're not fake; we're postmodern." 



The Plan: 'King of the Rock'n'Roll Pimps," Fowley was an 
old harKi at rock puppeteering when Malcolm McLaren was 
still in art school {Fov^ey wrote the million-selling "Alley 
Oop" before the Runaways were even bom). By the time the 
Runaways appeared, he had reduced his various theories 
to, heh heh, leathergirls with guitars, huh huh huh. 
The Product The Runaways, Quick, the Orchids, Venus 
and the Razorblades 

The Glory: Runaways become proto-punk/feminist icons. 
As ever, arguments about ownership of the idea rage on. 
Fashion HlghNght His vision of the girl group-as- 
badasses lives on in the Donnas, Tuscadero, etc. Okay, not 
exactly his vision— why have your own when there's a Suzi 
Ouatro to copy? 

Microphone Fiend?: More than a dozen awful solo 
shots, peaking with Snake Document Masquerade, on 
which he foreshadowed Radiohead with his robot sex 
fantasy "Searchin' for a Human in Tight Blue Jeans." I am 
not making this up. 

McLaren Quotient 8.6. Deductions for the fact that both 
Joan Jett and Uta Ford did their best work without him. 
Nonetheless, making up in insect relentlessness what he 
lacked in vision, he managed to leave his prints on a stun- 
ning number of unremarkable albums. 




The Plan: Rap music without all the rapping and no sample 

too obvious. 

The Product: Usher & Jodeci (pre-Bad Boy Records), 
Mass, the Lox, 1 12, Lil' Kim (post-B.I.G.), Fuzzbubbte. himself 
The Glory: Astonishing rise from Sean the Party Promoter to 
Uptown Records gofer to Biggie's Buddy to Lord of Harlem 
World betrays a will-to-power of frightening proportions. 
Fashion HIghllglit: Schizophrenic strobing between mad- 
sophisticated formal wear and wack shiny space suits. 
Microphone Fiend?: Relentlessly— the classic example of a 
Svengali so trained in smoke, mirrors, hype machines, and 
video budgets that he becomes his own commodity. 
McLaren Quotient 9.2. Un-Svengali-esque move of side- 
kickin' it with more notoriously talented pal earns low opening 
marks. Nonetheless, has managed to make progressively 
less-gifted crew members huge stars. Bonus points for over- 
shadowing former Svengaliy mentor Andre Harrell, adopting 
suddenly Svengali-less Lil' Kim without dropping a beat, and 
for distributing the industry-only disc PuHy Combs: Changing 
the Sound of Popular Music. Come with us! 




The Plan: The Most Complex Man in Show Biz could never 
be limited to just one idea. His three biggest concepts: 1) 
James Brown/George Clinton-style funk families; 2) Rescu- 
ing faded soul divas; 3) Jobs for his girlfriends 
The Product Vanity 6. Sheila E., Flyte Tyme, Morris Day 
and the Time, Appollonia 6, Chaka Khan. Sheena Easton, 
Mavis Staples, Rosie Gaines, Madhouse 8, Carmen Electra, 
Larry Graham, Tevin Campbell 

The Glory: Funky Russ Meyer or David Koresh? Blurring 
the distinction between a Svengali and a cutt leader, he has 
managed to retain credibility despite obvious Paisley 
ParkAVaco parallels. 

Fashion Highlight Like all the greats, the Artist has an 
astonishing fashion sense, but what really stand out are Car- 
men Electra's futura-glam vamp superhero duds for the 
'Go-Go Dancer' video and his own moon-over-MTV ass- 
pants circa "Cream." Also, made purple cool. 
Microphone Rend?: Has relessed more than 1,100 
albums in the last three weeks alone. 
McLaren Quotient: 9.3. Gets the volume discount. Fos- 
tered an entire subgenre of Svengalistics: the camisole-funk 
squad (compare Rick James's substandard simulation, the 
Mary Jane Girls). However, a master Svengali knovire when 
to say when; deductions here for flogging lost causes. 
Points also lost for making nothing out of something with 
deep talents such as Chaka Khan (though he's still trying). 
But big bonus for rearing sub-Svengalis Jimmy Jam & Terry 
Lewis and for taking sweet Welsh lass Sheena Easton out ol 
the "Morning Train" to spend a night inside his metaphor' 
engorged 'Sugar Walls." 
Special Award, Meta-Svengaii Category: Has a dia 
logue with himself via a talking puppet in his anti-Svengali 
flick Purple Rain. The puppet says, 'You don't need those 
girls ortheir stupid music." ^M 



9 Daddy of the Mach Daddies: Elvis manager 
COlOMn, TOM Pmnm (there's a fine line 
between masterminds and parasites). 

• The Scheme So Nice I lacked It Twrice: 
JOHNNT MnuOlir, former road manager for 
Maurice Starr, returns as Svengali of the Year 
'98 with the Backstreet Boys and 'N Sync. 

• My Concept Is Bigger Than Your Concept: 
JNDT HUmOL. who built Pop Art on the con- 
cepts of readymades and superstars. Also 
foisted the Velvet Underground & Nico on the 
worid for the longest 15 minutes in history. 



• I Believe You Can Shush: R. tOLLf, former 
celebrity guest-host of Aaliyah's childhood, 
gave Sparkle the gag order and handles her 
interviews himself. 

• Henry Higgins or Doctor Doltttle?: KMflNi 
UMDT, alleged to have veto power not 
just over psych iatricatly challenged Brian 
Wilson's interviews but his musical composi- 
tions as well, 

• Probably Not a Svengali But Look at the Hair- 
Dos: JMRT umn. producer for Michael Bolton, 
Def Leppard, and his wifey, Shania Twain. 



Blond Bombshelter TW STOCK/ AfTKIN/ 
MMTIRMAN production team, blue-eyed 
house maestros who made household 
names of such blue-eyed talents' as 
Samantha Fox (left) and Kylie Minogue; 
special bonus points for releasing a single 
t>y Suzette Charies, Miss America 1 964. 




• Most Perfect Quotation From a Biography: "h 
was (MVIN HUMIT's job to make Patsy 
[Cline] all things to all people.' 

• Hey. "Modrock" Kinda Rhymes with "Product": 
M4TT snunc, the def chef of fake'n'bake 
alternative with Collective Soul, Matchbox 20, 
and Cool for August 

• And the Best Svengali Drama Goes To: 
MMKtWt P Theatre, in which various friends and 
relatives wander across the No Limit stage until 
Master P makes 'em say 'platinum.' 
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Every time an airplane falls out of the sky, Black Box Recorder wants you to think of them. "Whenever „ 

a black box recorder is found," guitarist Luke Haines says, referring to an aircraft's flight recording i 

device, "five more records sell." Just now, though, Haines, the mordant wit behind the acerbic 3 

gloom-pop trio, is fretting about more quotidian disasters. He broke his wrist some weeks ago, falling i 

down the ^embarrassingly familiar" stairs of his friend John Moore, the band's multi-instrumentalist I 

and co-songwriter. Sitting in an eerily empty pub in London's Soho district, Haines is downing " 

Guinnesses lefty, his right hand shelled in a plaster cast. The group's festival appearance in g 

Barcelona this weekend will, however, go ahead as planned. "I'm a trouper," Haines says. 'We'll just ^ 

introduce the 'slide guitar' element to the band." | 

"It's the Russian roulette element to the band," adds Moore. | 

The 'Everyday life will kill you In the end" element is more like it. Made up of Haines, Moore, and S 

vocalist Sarah Nixey, Black Box Recorder play spartan, sinister pop for those sick or just sick of S 

self-indulgence. Their debut, England Made Me, is the anti-epic of Britain's post-Oasis era. Whereas ° 

the Verve and others are all about bloated sonic dramas. Black Box are more matter-of-fact, 5 

and more savagely droll. The songs are short, pointed tales of accidental death, accidental birth, and i 

death-by-cynicism at age six. They're also funny, in a twisted kind of way. "Life is unfair, l^ill yoursetr i 

or get over it," Nixey sings, sounding like a little rich girl who strangled the family pup for attention. S 

"John and myself, we're fucked, we're far loo old," says Haines, who's barely into his 30s. "Every- ; 

one's old in pop now, and it's really bad. That's why there's so many miserable records— 35-year-olds i 

moaning about being 35. Like Radiohead. Non-specific misery. We like specific." l 

"Honed hatred," adds 30-ish guy Moore. | 

•Succinct cynicism," says Haines. - 

The two have the sort of world-weariness that comes from a lifetime spent laboring in and out of 3 

bands. "People in bands are worth jack shit, really," Haines says. "Miserable fuckers." Haines, whose 

other gig is as singer/songwriter for wry glumsters the Auteurs, says he formed Black Box Recorder 

because he'd grovm bored with his own voice. Moore, meanwhile, replaced Bobby Gillespie in the 

mid-'80s as the drummer in the Jesus and Mary Chain before "they replaced me with a roadie," he says 
Rounded out by Nixey— a relative youngster in her mid-20s who hooked up with Moore singing 

backup vocals in an outfit called Balloon— the group shares the desperation of lifelong fiscal failure. 

They say their chances of being played on British radio are "nil," even though their album has been 

the subject of much critical praise. Nor are they enthused about their prospects in the U.S., where | 

England Made Me will most likely be released by year's end. ("I'm sure it'll be put down as whiny 5 

English sissy music." sniffs Haines.) Things, in fact, have gotten so bad that lately Moore has shown | 

up at his local welfare office with magazine clippings of the band, saying, "Look. I'm in Esquire this : 

month, does that count as looking tor a job?" ~ 

"Our most flamboyant ambition, " says Haines, "would be to make a second album that sells. I think — ; 

it's a good.. .benchmark, to make a record that actually sells well." J 

Another round of Guinness is ordered. | 

"There are people doing really well, though," Haines says, nursing his pint. "This is the problem." ^ 

"It's just us," says Nixey. | 

Haines shakes his head. "Yeah." he says. "It is. Really." b » 
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smooth-chested wrestler in a towel and a leer grabs the mike. Val Venis, 
with an "i," is an ex-porn star who likes to brag about his penis. In the 
^^^H World Wrestling Federation, this makes him a good guy. He points to his 
johnson and to his foe's girlfriend, Jaclyn, and says, "She'll soon be looking for big- 
ger pastures." Venis, also known as "The Big Ballbowski," then lays Jaclyn's mas- 
sive silicone chest across his knees and spanks her butt. Scores of preteen and 
just-teen males howl with delight. 

In Albany, New York, near the end of the summer, the WWF has come to the Pepsi 
Arena for a sold-out Saturday-night show. Banners from minor-league hockey teams 
and a half-dozen local colleges hang above the crowd of 10,000. In Row D, 50 
yards from the ring, an extended family shovels popcorn into their already overfed 
mouths. The doughy, red-cheeked eight-year-old to my left will be heavy when he 
grows up. He sucks down his grub with gusto, till the MC announces, "X-Pacl" 

The red-and-black-suited X-Pac, one member of a WWF faction called D-Gen- 
eration X, races down the aisle to mob approval, his long black locks streaming. 
Skinny for a wrestler, and hyper, he humps the air and makes an X across his inner 
thighs with rapid-fire karate chops, giving the crowd the phallocentric "DX" gang 
sign. My sugar-shocked neighbor vaults his 90 pounds upward and hammers his 
prepubescent package, frantically miming the sign right back. His excitement 
peaks when X-Pac enters the ring to deliver the DX tagline. "Bitch," X-Pac tells his 
pretty-boy opponent, the flaxen-tressed Jeff Jarrett, 'me and Albany have two words 
for you." He pauses for effect, and then my spasming little pal joins the rest of the 
audience in a jubilant chorus: 'Suck it'.' 

A few weeks ago, X-Pac pissed in Jarrett's gleaming white boots; in return, 
"Double J" smashed a guitar over X-Pac's swarthy head. Tonight, X-Pac pins Dou- 
ble J, winning the latest episode of the feud. As Jarrett leaves the ring, boys rush the 
barricades, as they do after every match, and one dumps a beer on Jarrett's head. A 
nearby 16-year-old named Darren has a dog collar and a bald, pink head, but 



IN 1982, VINCE McMAHON BOUGHT THE WWF, THE NORTHEASTS WRESTLING 
syndicate, from his father. Using cable television— and Hulk Hogan— McMahon 
exterminated the competition, the two dozen regional firms that had run the sport as 
a patchwork of local fiefdoms since World War II. He took the WWF nationwide, 
and made it interchangeable with professional wrestling. 

The golden era peaked with Wrestlemania III, in 1987. when 93,000 filled Michi- 
gan's Silverdome to see Hogan vanquish Andre the Giant. But the golden era ended 
in 1992, in court. During the federal trials of two steroid-happy doctors, witnesses 
claimed that 90 percent of the WWF was using. Though McMahon denied every- 
thing, FedEx receipts were produced, and big names were named, such as Hogan 
and the Ultimate Warrior. The New York Post detailed allegations made by WWF 
"ringboys" that two officials were pedophiles. McMahon sued, then dropped the 
suit and suspended the accused execs. TV ratings fell to a 2 share. 

Before scandal could send it back to its pre-Hulk limbo of Saturday-afternoon 
syndication, wrestling regrouped. McMahon's witness-box admission that the fake 
sport wasn't a sport ultimately proved liberating. The fakery issue became moot, 
and wrestling became a non-sport in 49 states, exempting it from certain taxes and 
drug regulations. Simultaneously, hard-core fans drew strength from an upstart 
Philly promotion called Extreme Championship Wrestling. Porn queens passed as 
'celebrity guests." while ECW's mooky acrobats beat each other with barbed-wire 
baseball bats. Too many "caning matches' and crucifixions got it booted from 
cable, but during its mid-'90s heyday the ECW nourished pro wrestling with fresh 
story lines and a higher-flying style. 

More important for the "sport," Ted Turner's Worid Championship Wrestling, 
after foundering for five years, in 1994 hired a new executive vice president named 
Eric Bischoff, a former announcer from the promised land of wrestling's frozen 
chosen, Minnesota. He, in turn, hired Hulk Hogan from the Worid Wrestling Feder- 
ation (for $5 million a year), followed by the rest of the WWF's top stars and a 



there's a scrap of blond moss an inch behind his right ear. Those WWF fans who 
are old enough to shave can't seem to do it right. "Why do you watch this instead of 
World Championship Wrestling?" I ask, referring to the other of wrestling's two big 
leagues. Darren's friend answers first. "[The WCW'sl way too censored," says Jor- 
dan, 17. "They say butt instead of ass." Darren's reason is simpler. "Stone Cold," 
he mutters. "Definitely Stone Cold." 

"Stone Cold" Steve Austin is the main event here, as he is every night. The sight 
of his bald skull, goatee, and black leather vest nearing the ring produces the night's 
biggest "pop"— wrestling for "reaction." When Austin defeats a masked titan named 
Kane with his "Stone Cold Stunner" move, the arena roars till my ears buzz. The 
WWF's meal ticket begins his cocky, lurching stroll back to the dressing room, hold- 
ing his Worid Championship belt aloft, then stops. He rushes back between the 
ropes, as if he forgot something. He climbs the turnbuckle, and flips the whole worid 
the bird. The crowd returns his trademark gesture 20,000-fold. A sea of giant foam 
middle fingers rises to salute him. 

Professional wrestling has rebounded from an eariy-'90s slump to become a 
$400 million business that can outdraw the NFL on TV. Two of the three highest rated 
shows on cable are wrestling; three-and-a-half-million households view an average 
episode of WCW's Nitro or the WWF's Raw. Combined, there are over a dozen 
hours of televised wrestling each week. In this, the Year that Wrestling Broke, 33- 
year-old Steve Austin would seem to be the face of the moment— except there's 
another, very similar mug contending for the honor. Before Steve Austin led it back 
to parity, the WWF had been battered by its better-funded rival, Ted Turner's World 
Championship Wrestling. Now, as part of its strategy to stop the renewed momen- 
tum of the WWF, the WCW has hyped its own black-clad antihero, a bigger, more 
bionic Steve Austin named Bill Goldberg. Inside the ropes, wrestling's battles may 
be scripted, but outside them there's a death match between a megacorp that 
wants to make wrestling safe as milk and a family-owned firm that's found new life 
by flipping off grade-schoolers. 



dozen of the ECW's. He even stole the WWF's announcing team. When "baby- 
face" Hogan changed into an evil "heel," and Turner started airing the WCW's 
Nitro live on the TNT network on Monday nights, opposite the WWF's longtime 
Raw berth on USA, wrestling had recovered. The WCW got healthy first; in mid- 
1996, the Atlanta-based league began an 83-week run atop the ratings. 

While Bischoff stirred the soap opera, he also changed the rules of wrestling's 
ancient morality play. "If you look at action movies," says Bischoff, "most of the 
characters who people like have a little gray in them." In Bischoff's postmodern 
soap, the bad guys became the stars and the heroes became antiheroes. The anti- 
heroes with the highest Q ratings were the members of the New World Order, 
WCW's outlaw league-within-a-league, led by Hogan and Bischoff himself. This 
past spring, with the NWO growing stale, Bischoff split it into warring factions, 
complete with gang colors— Hogan's black-and-white NWO Hollywood, and pro 
basketball dropout Kevin Nash's red-and-black NWO Wolfpac. 

But there were limits to how edgy Bischoff would get, because he wanted to 
expand wrestling's audience, and make the once-grotty sport acceptable to adver- 
tisers. He hired an outside ad firm to buff the WCW's image, and booked main- 
stream celebrities such as Karl Malone and Jay Leno to draw the unconverted. He 
also kept it clean, as per Turner's orders. The WCW wouldn't even let one of its 
wrestlers call himself "Skank." 

Bischoff's efforts have put some dents in wrestling's trailer-park stigma. Lately, 
upscale clients such as mutual funds have rushed to buy advertising time once 
occupied only by Slim Jim. Revenues have grown tenfold since 1994, and the cost 
of a Nitro spot has risen 70 percent in two years. Together, the WCW and the WWF 
attracted $55.3 million in advertising last year, and the cash flows faster all the time. 

But, as Jerry Solomon, an exec at the SFM Media ad agency, points out, 'It's just 
a case of the ratings getting high enough that people can rationalize what they're 
buying." The guys who purchase commercial time for their clients are aware that 
ten million people watch wrestling each week, but most haven't watched the shows 
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IN THE WWf. El/ER/ONE'S NC-17. FEELING GOTH? A B4NGED PORKER 
N/1/VIED G/INGREL DRINKS A BUCKET OF BLOOD BEFORE E/1CH /144TCH> 
LEHING THE GORE STRE/^I/VI ONTO HIS RUFFLED PRO/V1 SHIBT. 
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themselves to see wl^y, and most don't know there's a difference between the two 
leading products. They don't know about Steve Austin. 

IN 1995, 6'2". 250-POUND "STUNNING" STEVE AUSTIN WAS HALF OF A PAIR OF 
WCW heels called the Hollywood Blondes. Though they were popular tag-team 
champs, Bischoff split them up. Austin claims that a certain older star— he means 
Hogan— convinced management he'd never amount to much. When Austin tore his 
triceps, Bischoff let him go. Austin recalls the moment with relish. "He said, 'Steve, 
you go out there in your black trunks and black boots, and there's not a whole lot 
I can do to market you.'" 

After a brief stint in the ECW, where he cut off his stringy blond locks and 
learned the bankable art of running his mouth, Austin surfaced in McMahon's 
WWF in early 1996. To his chagrin, his new boss handed him a pair of emerald 
trunks and said, "You are now 'the Ringmaster." Austin wasn't impressed, and nei- 
ther were the fans. The Ringmaster died, unmourned, after six months. 

One day a downcast ex-Ringmaster was channel-surfing when he chanced on 
an HBO special about serial killers. Late in 1996, "Stone Cold" Steve Austin 
appeared. His gimmicks were 1 ) not giving a damn about authority, and 2) a heap of 
potty talk. He proved he could flap his gums with a career-making flip remark. After 
beating Jake "the Snake" Roberts, known for preaching by day and hitting strip 
clubs at night, Austin mocked the Snake's piety. "Talk about your psalms, talk about 
your John 3:16," he scowled. "Austin 3:16 says I just whupped your ass." AUSTIN 3:16 
T-shirts flooded the high schools. Accustomed to being a heel, Austin found that 
the worse he acted, the more the headbangers loved him. 

At first, McMahon and the USA network, WWF's TV home, tried to curb Austin's 
behavior, especially his permanently erect middle finger. But by late 1997. a year into 
the WCW's ratings reign, McMahon changed his mind. The whole WWF began to 
mimic Austin's appeal to the teen male id. The turning point may have been an ECW- 





the people in media and advertising are going to realize what [the WWF] is doing, 
and I'm afraid we'll all get lumped in the same bucket of shit." Bruno Sammartino, a 
demigod of the squared circle who sold out Madison Square Garden 185 times in 
the '60's and '70s, quit his job as a WWF announcer ten years ago believing the 
steroid-riddled sport had hit rock bottom. He decided he was 'way, way off the 
mark" when his son made him watch Stone Cold on Raw recently. "I'm ashamed to 
see that the business I was associated with has come down to this," he says. 

McMahon, meanwhile, revels in the controversy. The "TV 14" chiron that graces 
ffaw, and not NiUo, is more a promise than a warning. 'Quite frankly, I wouldn't 
mind if the rating were a little more harsh." To McMahon, critics are grousing 
because his underdog league has grabbed the creative initiative away from the 
WCW, and now Turner's lackeys are playing catch-up. Their best idea of the past 
year, says McMahon, was his. "Let's face it," says McMahon, "Goldberg is a Stone 
Cold rip-off." Austin chimes in, "If Goldberg's not trying to copy me. I'd hate to see 
what would happen if he did." 

THE BACKSTAGE CORRIDORS OF THE RUSHMORE PLAZA CIVIC CENTER ARE A 
maze of the semi-famous. Framed photos of Anne Murray and Air Supply line the 
peach-sherbet walls, and each fork in the cinder-block halls only leads to another. 

One such passage ends in a softly lit, elbow-shaped lounge, a holding cell for 
the mid-range celebs of Rapid City, South Dakota. But at 4:30 on an August Mon- 
day afternoon, the stars on the couches are bigger than usual. Huge men sit in the 
half-light without speaking, and in their midst, across a table where party snacks 
should be, sprawl the 291 pounds of WCW heavyweight champion Bill Goldberg, 
face-down. A pony-tailed chiropractor pauses in his taffy-pull of the 63" Gold- 
berg's epic back, while his other patients wait stoically. The vibe is grim and dental. 

Next door, in the fluorescent brightness of a commissary, members of World 
Championship Wrestling's 60-man traveling troupe ring a half-dozen folding 



style stunt in which Dustin Runnels staked his wife on a match and lost her, and Raw 
aired footage of his foe consummating the bet. With the launch soon after of the D- 
Generation X gang, a crotch-grabbing one-up of the New World Order, the WWF 
had officially copped an attitude. McMahon marked the change by raising a piratical 
black flag at the company's Connecticut headquarters. 

In the born-again W/WF, everyone's NC-17. Feeling Goth? A fanged porker 
named Gangrel drinks a bucket of blood before each match, letting the gore 
stream onto his ruffled Meat Loaf prom shirt. Also working the undead beat is the 
Undertaker, Austin's nemesis, a tower of pallor devoid of feeling, though it probably 
hurts when he rolls his eyes back in his head like he's always doing. The Godfather, 
meanwhile, is an all-too-mortal pimp. Daredevil ECW vet Mick Foley, best known as 
Mankind, a leather-masked geek who drags a trash bin full of painful tools to the 
ring, also morphs into Cactus Jack, a kind of hillbilly Tonto with beer tits and miss- 
ing teeth, and Dude Love, a dumbass hippie. Small wonder that last fall, in her final 
days as head of the USA Network, Kay Koplovitz called McMahon and asked him 
where the wrestling superheroes of the '80s had gone. "Those days are over," 
gloated McMahon. "That milquetoast era of good guys and bad guys is gone." 

Dave Meltzer, edrtor of the pro circurt's newsletter of record, the Wrestling Ob- 
server, says he doesn't expect any wrestling promoter to have a social conscience. 
McMahon is simply a compulsive opportunist, consumed by competition. Obsessing 
aloud about Ihe billionaire" Ted Turner, he peppers Turner's league with baseless law- 
suits and dispatches D-Generation X to Nitro events in hopes of a Raw photo op. He 
loves to jump on camera and take a Stone Cold Stunner, or call a woman "bitch," all in 
the name of ratings. "People generally know that Vince is an asshole," reports Meltzer. 
"That's why he plays one on TV." 

Because of wrestling's long bond with youngsters, Eric Bischoff blasts his rival's 
newly dark direction. "Their idea of competition is what every pimp on every street 
comer knows," he fumes, with the moral authority of a promoter whose biggest 
female star has posed for Playboy. "Sex sells, especially to kids. Sooner or later 



tables. They play cards and talk. A few gnaw at the fat-free ovals of beef that fill 
nearby warming trays, or ladle strawberry goo from Costco-size jugs. When Gold- 
berg walks in, freshly adjusted but still palpating his collarbone, one behemoth 
approaches and extends a paw. Goldberg shakes it. Having said hello, Kevin Nash, 
"Big Sexy," heads for a chair across the room. At another table, Vincent, the NWO's 
black valet, plays a hand with fellow bad guy Brian Adams and soon-to-be bad guy 
Stevie Ray. (The NWO's white valet, the Disciple— formeriy Brutus Beefcake— who 
with his leather chaps and waxed chest could be a Village Person, is MIA.) The 
Nitro giris, WCW's cadre of pneumatic dancers, are not seen, but can be heard, 
practicing to jock jams at stadium volume. 

Goldberg has wrestled almost all of them except the W/(ro giris, and quickly. 
Most of his bouts are the extra-short routs called "squashes." In an unbeaten string 
stretching back a year and 130 matches, the bald, goateed Goldberg has been 
promoted as invincible. While he has flashed an uncoachable charisma, Goldberg 
hasn't had a chance to show many moves. One of his finishers, "The Spear," is, 
after all, a tackle. "People don't come to see me do headlocks and arm-drags and 
clotheslines," says Goldberg with a hutf. "They come out to see me demolish guys, 
and I'm more than happy to oblige." 

Thirty-one-year-old Bill Goldberg grew up in Tulsa, Oklahoma, the driven, rowdy 
son of a violinist and a Harvard-trained gynecologist. As an all SEC noseguard for 
the University of Georgia in the late '80s, Goldberg became known as a trash- 
talking, hyperaggressive junkyard dog who'd do anything to get to the ball-carrier. 
A "wariord," Ole Miss coach Billy Brewer called him. 

But the NFL is only for the exceptional and the lucky, and, at 275 pounds, Gold- 
berg wasn't even that huge. He got cut from the Rams in 1990 and again in 1991, 
and he went to play in the short-lived World League. The next year, the Falcons 
brought him home to Atlanta, where he played 14 games over three injury-plagued 
seasons. When he tore his stomach in half, he had to hang up the cleats. 

Goldberg knew a handful of wrestlers from working out at Main Event, an Atlanta 
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NO B4NS HAVE YET HURLED ANY /INTI-SE/I^ITIS4^ GOLDBERG'S WAY IF THE/ 
DID, HE PRO/HISES, HE'D "RIP THEIR HE>^DS RIGHT OFF THEIR SHOULDERS." 



gym owned by WCW stalwarts Sting and Lex Luger. Plenty of football players had 
made the transition to wrestling, and the guys at Main Event always asked Gold- 
berg when he was going to follow suit. 

It took seven years to convince him. His post-football options limited, Goldberg 
finally decided what-the-hell, and waxed off his tummy fur. After a year of training, he 
made his broadcast debut on September 22, 1997, squashing a beer-bellied jour- 
neyman named Hugh Morrus in two minutes, 30 seconds. There were no "Daryll"- 
style chants of "Gold-berg' yet. but Bill did a standing backflip and got a big 
hand from the crowd. The announcers asked, "Who is this guy?" and Goldberg 
worked the enigma angle by refusing the all-important post-match interview. Within a 
month the bosses were "pushing" him, in industry terms, as a laconic, unstoppable, 
mysterious loner. "The only things missing are the bolts in his neck!" enthused an 
announcer in February. He was the WCW's creation, all right— Goldberg thinks his 
league wanted to homegrow a supergolem because so many of its other stars were 
borrowed. This July, in front of 41,000 at the Georgia Dome, he became the WCW's 
top dog by taking down the franchise. Hulk Hogan, in a TV match that earned a 6.9, 
the highest quarter-hour rating in the history of wrestling on cable. 

Goldberg's next task could be avoiding overexposure. "IThe WCW doesn't] 
want to run me thin," he says. Still, the league couldn't stop a media romance with 
his ethnicity. At least a half-dozen current wrestlers are Jewish, including a high- 
profile heel who begged me not to out him for fear of fan abuse. Goldberg isn't 
the first Jewish wrestler, but he's the most out-front, because he uses his echt- 
Hebraic given name. Articles detailed his early plans to call his character Mossad, 
or how he'd toyed with putting a Star of David on his trunks. Former Falcons team- 
mate Chuck Smith calls "Goldy" a "hardass backwoods white boy," but he's more 
like a Jew from the tribe of Butch. No fans have yet hurled any anti-Semitism his 
way, and if they do, "I'll have them thrown out." he promises, "'cause I don't trust 
myself. I'd rip their heads right off their shoulders." 



the Web are devoted to wrestling. Some reportedly get 200,000 hits a day 

Robinson hurries back to the arena floor, where, not five minutes later, Lex Luger 
cancels Hart's no-lose contract, and sends the Web re-spinning. Soon, it's time for 
the main event. 

"Rapid City, South Dakota," bellows famed ring announcer Michael Buffer, drag- 
ging on the r. 'Arrre you rrready to rrrumble?" The crowd starts chanting "Goollld- 
berg" upon hearing the first martial notes of his familiar Wagnerian intro theme. 
"Wearing black and weighing in at 290-and-one-half pounds, this is the man who 
has been victorious in 130 consecutive matches. This is the man who has captured 
a cull following like none other in wrestling history.... This is Goooooldberrrrg!" 

The "pop" is literal when Goldberg enters, in black trunks, gloves, and elbow 
pads. He assumes the position for the most painful and over-the-top entrance in 
pro sports. He stands with his eyes downcast— and waits. Sparklers erupt all 
around him, and for 20 seconds, six-foot streams of silver sparks shower onto his 
skin. When it's over, he exhales a mongo bong-hit of poison smoke through his 
nose. Later, I ask him what fireworks taste like. "Shit Actually they taste like fire- 
works. Not that I go around tasting fireworks." 

The harshest toke gives way to a ritual posedown. Goldberg opens his mouth in 
a wordless scream, flexing his whole body. A left uppercut, a right cross, two slaps 
to the head, and a pec-ripple later, and he's down the ramp to wrestle a giant Poly- 
nesian with hockey hair named Meng. 

Goldberg and Meng pound each other until Goldberg takes a well-timed roll 
under the ropes and into the clutches of Hogan's black-and-white goons. They 
beat him till the red-and-black cavalry comes. Kevin Nash and the Wolfpac race to 
the rescue, and Goldberg slips back into the nng. He escapes from Meng's Ton- 
gan Death Grip to spear, jackhammer, and otherwise squash him. 

But while he's contorting his face in a victory ghmace, sticking his tongue out like 
that other nice Jewish boy, the one in Kiss, the cowardly Hogan sneaks up and creases 



THE FANS IN RAPID CITY, SOUTH DAKOTA, WOULD NEVER BE SO RUDE. FOR ONE 
thing, these prairie dwellers are surprised, but not fazed, to learn that a man named 
Goldberg is Jewish. "Huh?" says one. "I figured he was German." 

By showtime on Monday, the 8,500-seat Rushmore Plaza is still not full. The 
organizers have to paper the house with 1,000 free tickets. The WCW's director of 
marketing, Mike Weber, surveys the scene and tries to explain. "Only two people 
have ever sold out this place— Garth Brooks and Elvis Presley. No one lives here." 
It's true. The fans who are here have driven hours from every corner of the empty 
spaces. I meet Indian kids from the Crow Reservation in Montana, and the Sioux 
lands near Wounded Knee. The red folding chairs by the ring swell with baseball- 
cap-wearing blonds from the checkerboard farmland of the Dakotas. 

These pilgrims wield signs. Being less than dewy seems to enhance Hulk's heel 
appeal. Signs insist that hoqan needs viagra, hogan wets the bed, hogan needs 
ROQAiNE, and at least one of them is right But most of the signs salute Goldberg. They 
say who's next?, a Goldberg catchphrase, or the world fears Goldberg. Groups of 
eight boys take one letter of his name each, spraying their chests with golden glitter 
from G to shining G. They're here to see the Man, and they're a wholesome bunch 
who apologize for cussing when they gush, "He's one mean son of a bitch." 

Out in the hallway at the concession stand, as Lex Luger and Bret Hart grunt 
through an old-school marathon back in the arena, Chris Robinson buys a red 
Wolfpac tee. He's already wearing a Goldberg shirt. He works at a video store in 
Manitoba, a 14-hour drive away, where he and his coworkers talk about nothing 
but their "soap opera," wrestling. Chris tells me that Bret "the Hitman" Hart can't 
lose tonight or for three years because it's in his contract, and that Hart will break 
Goldberg's string before he turns on Hogan and joins the Wolfpac. How does he 
know this? "Because I'm on the Internet all the time! There's a guy who, I'm 
telling you, can predict it. He got Hart's contract!" The Web, that fount of conspir- 
acies, was made for the hidden agendas and endless speculation of wrestling. 
According to one published report, 96 percent of the top 1000 sports sites on 



his back with a folding chair. By the time Goldberg clears his head and turns around, 
Hogan has disappeared. There, instead, stands Kevin Nash. Goldberg pantomimes a 
look that says his would-be friend has betrayed him, then wastes Nash with a Spear. 

As the angry loner heads for the dressing room, Nash grabs the mike and shouts, 
"Anytime Goldberg wants a red-and-black shirt, he's got one." South Dakota roars 
its approval of this emerging story line, in which misunderstandings keep the solitary 
antihero from joining the people's favorite subcult. Goldberg hopes to leverage a 
clause in his contract that says he never has to join any of the faux gangs, but except 
for the outcome of matches, nothing can be predicted in wrestling. 

MEANWHILE, VINCE McMAHON'S VENTURES CONTINUE UNABATED. HE'S HAWKING 
everything from monster trucks to action figures, from D-Generation X trading 
cards to Stone Cold pool cues. He's even purchased the Debbie Reynolds casino 
in Las Vegas, with plans to convert it into a grappler theme park with gambling. 

But the gold rush may be sputtering. The WCW reclaimed the ratings lead with 
Goldberg's win over Meng, and has kept it since, mostly by recycling sunlamped 
seniors such as WWF alum the Ultimate Warnor. Merchandise sales at live WWF 
events have fallen $2 per person, meaning stone cold shirts may have already peaked 
as the teen-male armor of choice. The day after Albany, the WWF traveled to the 4,500- 
seat Catholic Youth Center in Scranton, Pennsylvania, a venue the WWF has played 
since the days of Vince McMahon, Sr. In the first sign that someone has noticed the 
clash between content and audience in Junior's product, a local bishop banned the 
WWF after the appearance; 45 percent of the Scranton crowd had been children. 

McMahon responded to the bishop by grumbling about the First Amendment 
Lest anyone, however, think it was McMahon's lifelong goal to give eight-year-olds 
the right to scream "suck it." he would change his attitude tomorrow if that's where 
the money led. "It's important to remain flexible," he states, "and to give the public 
what they want. If the public prefers more of a conservative shift," McMahon says 
with a shrug, "then that's the way we'll go." 
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hen Method Man hung out with Nas 
and DMX this fall, the three rap stars 
drank Hennessy, smoked blunts, 
and shot a whole bunch of cops. 
This was all in the service of making a music video 
for director Hype Williams's feature-film debut, 
Belly— & movie in which all three star— but it hardly 
felt like work. The vibe on the video set was hip-hop 
Rat Pack— think Frank Sinatra, Dean Martin, and 
Peter Lawford mugging their way through Ocean 's 
Eleven, but with a much higher body count 

'Oh, Hype, why you kill me like that?" Method 
Man asked the director at one point. The Wu-Tang 
Clan heartthrob had just learned that in the final cut 
of Belly, his character had been not only shot, but 
shot dead. As in killed. As in no sequel. 

"Yo, they took a consensus in the test screening 
and they had to do it. All the people were pissed at 
you living." 

"But I smacked her in the face with a gun twicel 
And she kicks me in the nuts? Then kills me?" 

'Yo, / should've died," said DMX, wearing a sil- 
ver dogchain. "I should've got hit up right when 
I smoked that fuckin' cop who set me up to kill the 
motherfuckin' minister." 

'I wanted you to die too," a buddy piped in. 
"I was dying for you to die." 

"Oh yeah, you had to die," said another. 

A P.A. pokes his head into the trailer. 'We're 
ready for you, Meth." 

Method Man looks at his half-burned blunt and 
half-full cup of cognac. "Tell 'em.'he's taking a shit 
He'll be out in a minute." 

Outside the trailer, the video looked to be shap- 
ing up much like the film: a stylized suite of running 
around, shooting guns, profiling, running around, 
and dropping dead-like the "Brock Landers' series 
in Boogie Nights, only with a '90s-8i2e budget For 
his part in the video. Method Man spent much of the 
night driving through Los Angeles' abandoned 
warehouse district in a black Mercedes-Benz, being 
chased by eight police black-and-whites. After the 
shoot wrapped, Williams sped off to film the next 
Faith Evans video, but Method Man and DMX stuck 
around. They borrowed one of the police cars and 
cruised L.A. Eventually they pulled someone over. 
They let him go with a warning. 

METHOD MAN IS A PISCES, A PERSONALITY TYPE 
reputed to have changeable moods, sleepy eyes, 
and baggy clothes. Lately people call him "John- 
John," for Johnny Blaze; his names also include Hot 
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Nickels, Hot Nixon, Iron Lung, Ticalion Stallion, Panty Raider, Shakuan, and his birth- 
name of Clifford Smith. He does not move like a Clifford. 

Here is Method Man in a Hollywood hotel lobby: Shortly after Veronica Webb 
glides by and Danny Glover ambles through, the Wu star comes striding past the 
concierge in an extreme-sports pimp-roll-throwing his long arms wildly, swinging his 
legs outward in a bizarre palsied flail. He has a big, baked smile on his bearded face, 
a red toothbrush sticking out of his mouth. "What's up with the walk?* someone asks. 
"H's the now shit,' he explains. 

Method Man is a lightning rod of ghetto style. In an interview, he once made up the 
word "brolic"— as in "that shit's brolic'-and the superlative appeared in hip-hop mag- 
azines wrthin two months. His sultry, raspy, rope-a-dope flow is among the three or 
four most recognizable in rap music. A rangy six-four, he'll rock a backward Yankees 
cap, a football receiver's glove, and a doo-rag whose vivid hue less manly men would 
flee. "Man, that shit ain't pink," he'll tell you. "That's fuchsia.' He's a ghetto superstar, 
and— because he's Wu-Tang— among the most out-there you'll ever meet. 

"Method Man is just an incredibly gifted performer," Hype Williams says. "Like 
Madonna, or a Janet Jackson.' In a swamo of Wu albums-as many as 24 due in the next 
18 months— the November release of Method Man's Tical 2000: Judgment Day stands 
out, the long-overdue follow-up to 1994's platinum solo debut Tical, an album Method 
Man calls, with typical braggadocio, "the worst of the Wu-Tang solo joints." 

Rest assured there is no attempt to replicate past glories on Tical 2000: Judgment 
Day. There is no reprise of Ticafs plainspoken, Grammy-winning "All 1 Need" duet 
with Mary J. Blige. The closest Method Man gets to a love testimonial on 2000 are 
lines such as 'My fingers on the clit splashin' / Pussy lips got you spazzin'," which is 
not very close. Tical 2000 is state-of-the-art East Coast hardcore, with dirty beats and 
creepy sonics by the likes of Mobb Deep's Havoc, Erick Sermon, and Wu visionary 
RZA. Method Man's rhyming is as goofball-graceful as ever ("UFC fighting champi- 
onship / G.I. Joe wKh the kung-fu grip'), and his preferred topics run to what he calls 
"weird, torrid, horrific, cut-they-head-off-and-throw-it-in-a-fuckin'-dfum type shit." 
He prides himself on songcraft not just lyricism, and the scheduled single 
'Judgment Day,' which he coproduced, has classic pop moves— a quicker tempo 
than the usual head-nodder. Bomb Squad squeals, and a countdown chorus, going 
from 10 to 1: llluminati pop. 

Method Man often writes his rhymes right there in the studio, without editing. His 
rough'n'ready swagger is undeniably rock'n'roll. Wu-Tang were the sole rap act on 
1997's MTV Sports and Music Festival, and, wrfiile they lasted, on '97's Rage Against 
the Machine tour. Method Man's fave rock bands include Rage, Soundgarden, and 
Metallica, although he says, 'Overall, Radiohead keep it the realest.' He says Court- 
ney Love turns him on, and that Marilyn Manson bit his style with regard to gross-out 
colored contacts. When choosing glasses for photo shoots. Method Man leaves the 
sleek, $500 Louis Vuitton teardrop joints to Will Smith. He prefers "Coke-bottle shit." 

Even after two Wu-Tang albums, one platinum solo record, and countless guest 
spots, the Staten Island, New York, homebody is only slightly less enigmatic than he 
was on their debut. Enter the Wu-Tang: 36 Chambers. Somehow he hides in plain 
sight, cloaked by muKiple monikers and ever-changing eyewear. Clansman U-God 
calls him the Michael Jackson of the Wu-Tang Clan.' And in a typically wacked, Wu- 
Tang way, the epithet fits, for Method is a Man of contradictions. 

For one, there's the dog issue. Method Man is pals with Snoop Dogg. He has a 
duet with Redman called "Big Dogs." His is a canine-centric subculture. Friends 
even call him '^dog,' as in "What up, dog?" Method Man hates dogs. "Cats, dogs, 
birds, fish— all that shit," he says. "I can't handle them motherfuckers. I won't even 
watch the Discovery Channel when they start showing the animal shK." 

f^r another, this member of a nine-MC crew is not too big on posses. He usually 
rolls solo. "You never really see too many Wu-Tang around him either," says Ja, a new 
rapper on the Belly soundtrack. Method Man often shows up at events not only alone 
but also on foot— a dedicated Everyman, right down to the punk-rock-style crowd- 
surfing he does at shows. "Black crowds don't catch you, though," he says. "They just 
let your ass fall." 

Method Man's stardom, says RZA, "is an innocent stardom, 'cause he don't wanna 
be that star.' Though he has acted in 787, Copland, Belly, and several other films. 




Method acting: a fast-talking assassin in Hyp* 
Williams's ghetto noir, Btllf. 



don't look for him at a Stanislavski class. His favorite scene in Belly— m which he 
plays a roving assassin— was one with TLC's T-Boz, which he liked because he "had 
a nice little buzz going, got a little drunk, you know?" As for his video presence, Meth 
notes matter-of-factly: "I can dance my ass off." 

While RZA confirms that Method Man draws more women than any other member 
of the Wu-Tang Clan, Meth tries not to examine his sex appeal. *l think girls appreci- 
ate the fact that he doesn't play on [his looks]," says Angle Martinez, a DJ at New 
York City radio station Hot 97. "That's always a turn-off, especially for a hip-hop 
artist." He remains dedicated to Tamika, mother of his two children, subject of "All 
I Need," the song that made him the roughneck dreamlover for homegiris across the 
nation. He's known Tamika since she was 1 1 and he 15. Their kids are one-year-old 
Cheyenne, a daughter, and two-year-old Shakuan, a son— whose names Method 
Man has tattooed on his wrists. On the cell phone, he greets Shakuan thus: "Hey, 
dookie-butt. What up, punk?" 

Growing up in Staten Island's Park Hill Projects, Method Man was, as U-God renum- 
bers, "a New Edition-dancing nigga. He knew how to backflip, break-dance, pop. He 
was very flexible." During the years he spent living with his dad in Hempstead, Long 
Island, Method Man was also a straight-A student, a lacrosse player, even a trombonist— 
"because I had long arms." When he returned to Shaolin, he worked in tlie Statue of Lib- 
erty gift strap and snack bar for five years, without ever once going inside the statue. 

METHOD MAN LIVES '903 RAP'S TYPICALLY SCHIZOPHRENIC EXISTENCE, 
shuttling between ghetto throwdowns and Hollywood pitch meetings. On one particu- 
lar day, when he exited LA.'s chic Mondrian hotel, he walked past Macaulay Culkin, 
hopped into a limo, and headed down Sunset to Roscoe's soul-food joint to pick up 
some chicken gizzards. 

He travels alone but not light. Method Man's limo carry-on items have included a 
Game Boy Pac-Man, a box of El Producto cigars, a bag of aaK-and-vinegar potato 
chips ("Now if that ain't ghetto"), a mini-bar bottle of Remy Martin, a caramel apple, 
some bartiecue, and a copious amount of the herb he has smoked daily since age 11. 
H's the same herb from which he takes both his Wu name and his album titles. His 
preferred strain is called Hulk, a cross between Northern Lights and Haze, a winner 
of the prestigious pot award, the Cannabis Cup. On Tical 2000, Method Man raps 
he's "in love with the blunt smoke / Even though it killin' me / Thereby fillin' me with 
thoughts of conspiracy / Whitewater scandals with Bill Clinton, Hillary." 

A Five Percent Nation and Wu member. Method Man is, de facto, a conspiracy the- 
orist. Yet his analysis of the Lewinsky affair is apt and succinct: "She probably threw 
the trout at him. He went for it. Whatever, whatever." He feels Clinton's pain. "All that 
attention," he says, shaking his head. "I don't even like attention when I'm shopping 
and a nigga want an autograph. So imagine what this nigga is going through. Every 
time they see nigga, they see him getting his joint rocked." 

He is humble, yet projects. Stylish, yet a man of the people. Talented, waggish, and 
constantly stoned. Were he in the Rat Pack, Method Man would clearly be Dino, the 
accidental pop star. As RZA sees it, Wu members such as Raekwon and Qhostface 
Killah appeal to the thugs ("'cause they straight off the street with that shit"), f^ZA to 
the intellectuals ("'cause of my vocabulary and shit"), and Method Man to everyone. 
"Meth is the warm level," RZA says. "He make a thug nigga smile, he gets all the 
women, and the children are into him, too. They look at him as a superhero." 

Like all superheroes. Method Man is the product of star-crossed fate. "If I'd got- 
ten into mescaline, I mighta been Mescaline Man," he says, philosophically Had it 
been LSD, which he and RZA once dropped after performing at the Apollo The- 
ater— "shit had me fucked up"— who knows, he might have been Acid Man. But, as it 
happens, it was method, and Clifford Smith became Method Man. The rest, as they 
say, is brolic. ■■ 
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The technology gets you all the way there now. You close 
your eyes at night and behind the crazy red flicker perma- 
nently thrumming in your brain stem, you see: little flies 
buzzing around the dogmeat corpse of the Ivlarine you just 
killed in the Quake 2 extension pack. Little flies, perfectly mod- 
ulated in the high-resolution image driven by your video accelerator. 
The pretty leap of red arterial blood that flies from the head and neck 
of the babe in two-piece pajamas you just killed in Bushido Blade 
2. You worked hard to get her turned slightly to the left so you could 
cut across the top of her body with one smooth motion across her 
jugular. There's a rat mutating in front of you. Its bones are blood 
exploding through its skin. This must be Parasite Eve. You take an 
automatic out of your evening gown and blow its head off. Look at it 
twitch. You can feel the health points coursing through your veins. 
You feel pretty 

Would It be an overstatement to say that gaming is enjoying its 
golden age— its Seattle circa 1992, its South Bronx circa 1988? The 
sheer top-this vitality, the wealth of choice and development, the ever- 
faster-expanding possibility of video and computer games totally 
dusts television, movies, books, and even the Internet, which seems, 
after promising beginnings, to have devolved into the world's greatest 
fountain of factual tedium, elitist headbanging, hard-core pornography 
and chat. Except where people are forming gaming communities on 
it. Then it's actually fun. 

Today's games have a hyperrealism unforeseeable dunng the 
dots-and-lines days of Pong. The latest releases already approach 



the production level of motion pictures. Even so, "we're still in the 
earliest days of this interactive industry," says Rand Miller, co-creator 
of the digital masterpieces Myst and Riven. Says Harry ti^iller. CEO 
of Ritual Entertainment, which created Scourge of Armagon for 
Quake, as well as the upcoming Sin, "Expect way way better perfor- 
mance and special effects in the future." 

All this technological innovation— we've gone from text-based 
dungeon wandering in the original Zork to cinematic talking fish in 
the three-dimensional Zork: Grand Inquisitor in about 15 years- 
comes with a price, though. Today's computer games may be more 
realistic than most people you know, but programmers continue 
to struggle with gaming's version of the bandwidth problem: To play 
a new game such as Unreal now requires the kind of PC gear few 
sane people either want or can afford. 

Meanwhile, the long-promised Sega Dreamcast, PlayStation 2, 
and expanded Nintendo 64 platforms (see page 160) apparently 
are on hold until at least this time next year. So-called massive 
multiplayer Internet gaming, the next major innovation, is coming 
along a bit slower than expected (see page 163). "We're at the 
point now where we won't see a huge leap in technology for a long 
time," says Mark Subotnick, a game producer for Dreamcast. "But 
we will see a massive leap in imagination. Whatever a developer 
thmks of can be brought to the game-playing experience. This is 
really a limitless world now." 

Additional reporting by David Pescovitz 
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Spin assesses Ihis winter's essential tMea. Games are rated 1 to 5, 5 being highest Games rated * were not available for review at press time. 
Games were reviewed for Nintendo 64 (N64), Sony PlayStation (PSX), Mac (MAC), and PC-compatible computers (PC) only. 
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QUAKI ■ 10 SOFTHMIE ■ 

Guns. guts, and gibs pc i 



GOU»ENEye007 MK 

Possibly the best shooter of 98 pc 

PIRFICT MRK RXRE 

Goldeneye m the future mm 

JEM KNIGHT: dark forcis n lummrts 

The Force, Stormtroopers. etc. N64 

DUKE NUKEMs ium to m ct iNTERjiCTn^ • 
Ass-I<ick your wray through history pc pu mm 



QUAKK a 

The Quake series is the worthy successor to Doom, 
Doom II, Final Doom, Darkness Eternal, and all the 
other Doom extertsiorts that were published when peo- 
ple forced to live In this world couldn't get enough of 
that one. For sheer reeling-around-with-his-spinal- 
cord slicking-above-his-headless-neck grotesquerie, 
Quake can't be beat. In the new one, there are a wider 
variety of loathsome environments and a greater num- 
ber of mutants, droids, geeks, and gibbering beasties 
to squelch, but it's still the same old brutal drill. 



TUROK ■ ACCLAIM. laiAHA ■ 

A Sam Raimi fiick. on meth pc I 



DUKI NUKIM: TUMI TO KU 

The new version is a little more sophisticated than its predecessor, with 
some stirring new venues and, of course, great weaponry. You get a 
chance to kill a few civilians, which in years past included strippers. 
Most people agreed that killing strippers was a bad thing, and scolded 
the designers for their tastelessness. Less note was made of the Duke s 
equally shocking promise to one of his big ugly enemies: "I'm gonna 
rip off your head and shit down your neck," quoth he. And he did, tak- 
ing his time al>out it as he perused a newspaper. j 



IMUKilT4N4 Eioos 

Time-traveling, with guns. We're waiting PC MM 

KUNOON HONOR GUiIRD jmicroprose 
DaHjaj SuvwTe'jilH: "Today I am a warrior" pc 

MrEREWOlF Acctss 

Unreal for lycanthropes K 

H4LF-UFE i/Aun 

More first-person killing PC 

SM /iimirisioN 

The Quake engine stretched to its potential pc 
ODT psycNosis 

Explores the theory: Do bigger guns make bigger fun? 




TUROKI 

New monsters, better controls, and 
environmental effects up the wazoo— 
Turok II is going to be the shooter 
to beat for the N64 from now until 
the return of the archaeo-pteryx. 
Fans of great ordnance will glom 
on in ecstasy to the more than 30 
projectile-pumpers, from powerful 
one-shot wonders such as the 
Nuke to fast-pumping chain-guns 
that clean the room faster than your 
mom on crack. 



NE BY THE SMTORD iNTERPt^y 

Slices, dices NM 

IVMBACK KOEi 

Spy thriller with Metal Gear feel mm 




GTINTEMCrm 
Quake with a much-needed facelift PC i 



FIGHT 

ONE-ON-ONE nSHTERS 



TEKKEN 3 nx/mco 

The best fighter, period PSX 

DARK STALKERS II oapcoju 
The Gothic classic returns pn 

THRU KlU VIRGIN 

Four combatants fight simultaneously I 

GUILTY GEilR arc system ivorks 
Anime-style 2-D fighting pn 



Possibly the most hyped game of all time, 
except for N64's Zelda. It has now arrived 
after years of huffery. and is suitably enter- 
taining, frightening, and atmospheric. How- 
ever, it also occupies at least 150-200 
megs of storage on your C drive while it 
runs, meaning that people with a computer 
that's so three-months-ago shouldn't bother. 





OKBriMSMIORD 

Clearly a great game for people with top-of-the-line 
tech. On my Pentium 200 with an average graphics 
accelierator, though. Sword looked like dung, moved 
like a garden slug, and I didn't have the slightest idea 
how to teach myself the arcane and unique battle 
method. Worse, I also bought a $20 hint book, 
because 1 needed one, and I died a lot anyway. 
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he most anticipated game of all time cometh to Nintendo 64' 



Use thy wits in 360 degrees Or be torn to bits in 360 degrees. 

Get MjHI^Hor get out* 

)e ye uil 

® and the 'N" Logo are tndamaflts of Ninten<fo of Am«nca Inc. 01996 Nintendo of AmericaVc- www.ninterKki.com 
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2 SQIURESOFT 

Six swords, no waittng nx 

KOEI 

Bushido Blade with bigger worids Ms 



>IDI^ENTURE I 

ROU-PUriNE iAMlS 



MYTH ■ BUNGIE 

More flytng limbs, now with flaming arrows k i 



Of IM mvn KMO N>)TSUAiE 

A fishing RPG, goddammit nm 



3 EIDOS ■■■■■■ 

Even Lara gets old after a while PC KX 

IMACr Of KJMi sownM 

Zowie! rem 



TOMB RillDER 3 

The new version features even 
more opportunities to see the 
buxom, tight-bunned Lara Croft 
leap, climb, and swim without 
getting wet in a plethora of 
threatening situations. Our hero- 
ine, thank God, remains a 
pimply-faced adolescent boy's 
daydream. It's still hard to work 
the controls in both the PC and 
PlayStation versions, but who 
cares! Next to playing Baby 
Spice on PlayStation, there's 
nothing more fun for the ama- 
teur fetishist. 
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A beautiful merger of linear movie with open-ended games i 
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Living in Zelda's shadow 



tU SOUjIRESOFT ■■■■■■■■■■ 
Female cop learns the importance of DNA pn 



• RARilSITE EVE 

This IS one of the watershed games that makes the Sony 
PlayStation impossible to ignore. As is often true of games on 
this machine— and no other— the cinematics are ultra-cool, 
including deeply sexy women with what appear to be large, sur- 
gically implanted bosoms, who explode into scaly tail-walking 
monster things. In a lot of games, the cut-scene movies are ter- 
rible, lurchy, and boring, with bad acting. The ones in Parasite 
Eve are dazzling, with mutated rats bursting through their skins 
and men erupting in flame when the DNA in their bodies ignites. 
And again, as you beat the monstrosities having these mito- 
chondrial incidents, you watch as your strength, acumen, and 
other positive attributes rise. The fact that you are forced to play 
the entire game as a slinky young police officerette in a black 
evening gown is nice. But the shoes are very uncomfortable. 



3 XlWOOliUlS sqimresoft 

Anotiief RPG from tile rnaeters ( 



BIDMBOiOl BLizzxRO ■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■ 

Popular RPG returns with better graphics »e nuc MX 



jA mBA 64 NINTENDO 
The best game ever? n* 



Cinematic spy-action game 
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NINTENDO 

As if 2-D wasn't hard enough hm 

3 : you Dom KNomr JACK, 1 

Trivia, avec attitude M ikuc 



DUIBLO H 

More levels! More terrifying monstersl tvlore complex and evocative heroes, 
with more capacity for personal growth than a Deepak Chopra fan! And still 
the same great game! The Diabolo franchise is arguably the greatest ever, 
and the original is still a huge best-seller. The idea is simple. The best thing 
about it. in fact, is that it's easy to play and difficult to beat. From a 3/4 per- 
spective, you look down at the scene from above, point and click where you 
want to go, and click faster to whack away at the skeletons, ghouls, and 
lizardly dudes who require smiting. The crypts get increasingly difficult and 
deep, and as you battle on you grow in strength, wisdom, and general moxie, 
gaining in magic powers and cool weapons. By the time you get to the bot- 
tom of the universe, you encounter Diabolo, a very strong devil that you must 
be in awesome shape to beat. When you do, you're sorry it's over, which 
explains the popularity of its extension pack, Hellfire. The new heroic char- 
acter and a series of gruesome spawn nests will keep devotees busy for an 
extra week or so. 
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You're a dog. You rap. Dude mx 




Everything all adventure games have ever been and are like- 
ly to be in the near future, except of course (sadly) no explod- 
ing heads or gonads, because it's for the Nintendo 64, 
where cute rules. Totally immersive nonetheless. Beautiful to 
look at A playing field that feels as big as all of Scotland, with 
castles galore, villages, wide-open spaces, and many, many 
villains to best. Most evocative is the fact that Link, our hero, 
actually grows older on his way to rescue Zelda, ending as 
a grown man at the end of the road he (you) began as a 
young boy. Simply amazing. 
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After decades of creating the world's finest sound systems, JBL 
introduces on exceptional, multi-function stereo on one snazzy 
little chassis for less than $400. Introducing Harmony'" by JBL. 
CD player, HM/FM tuner and 40 powerful watts that can fill any 
room with rich, full JBL audio. (Oh, and it's got dual alarms 
and snooze bar.) fit just 12" x 10" x 8", it sounds better than 
stereos three times its size by re-creating music across a 
uniquely wide sound stage with exceptional stereo separation. 

For literoture/deoler locations: 1 -800-336-4JBL or www.jbl.coni 



is one of the great brands of Harman International 



HEAR us EVERYWHERE. 



SPEED LIMIT ENFORCED BY AIRCRAFT 
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>ID1^ENTURE II 

RUN. JUMP, SLASH 



Cute as Bamey, less annoying i 



Another adventure for the panting cartoon mascot ||||.''^^: 



ASC6AMCS 

Too weird for words. And creeeeeepy re 



MIOHMT 



Do alt your own stunts, make thumbs-up sign i 



H4S<M 

Marble Madness meets the Hamburger Helper guy i 

MRIIMWOMI JUN 3 Mcnnsm 

Disco zomtsies, pig surfing, and ^ 
the Bovine Special ElKe k m mm f 

Dragon is too cute to live m 



Brain-bashing, medieval-style i 



a Un-SOFT 

Another armless wonder runs and jumps K ra MM 



Kill Gothic foes with dominatrix-style accessories PC 



KEAKO 

Run around a dungeon; another NES update rat 

MS 3 

Explore strange worlds built with nanotechnology *c ia iiH|^ 
** 

Do we need another sugary sweet mascot? MM "I 



Hallol PC Ml 

SONY 

Oooooh, spooky mk 

1M IVM ■liMNT Miumu^^i 

Stars Bruce Willis, with hair mi\';- . 



Hot alien-killin' action i 



More Bruce Willis quips m ' i:'' 
SOUMMMiKxi^ " "^'^^ 

Goddammit, that's a big fat asst MK ' - 

CTMTCMCTIK 

Rescue your enslaved friends from becoming 
a special t)everage k rac 




IKilZOOII 

There have been many decent games for the N64 since Mario, 
but nothing to equal this. The story is.. .well, there is no real story. 
You are a bear with a chicken in his backpack. Occasionally, the 
chicken takes over. When it does, it squawks as it runs around 
on its scaly little feet It is all the promise of 3-D gaming as it is 
meant to be— no barriers. Imagine the possibilities for story- 
telling when we all move beyond environment-based tricks and 
into pure fiction. You are the President Your intern wants to play 
doctor. Do you say yes or ik>? Please press A. 





This game is truly sick. It's terrible, but you can't take your eyes 
off it Everybody's deformed, including a number of genuinely 
horrible children. The hero walks around with his entire head 
bandaged and not a single idea who he is, except that his name 
is Max. A tremendous sense of menace pervades the entire 
proceedings. The puzzles are not so difficult that you need one 
of those hated strategy or hint books, but they're tough enough 
to make the game feel meaty. A good novel, told well. 



Final Fantasy VM (Sqwamoft) 

The Final Fantasy series, now on 
its seventh installment, has sold more 
than 18 million copies worldwide, 
making it one of the most popular 
franchises in gaming history. More 
-interactive story" than video game, 
the forthcoming Final Fantasy VIII- 
with lush, upgraded graphics, new 
characters, and a remodeled combat 
system— is massively anticipated. 

Legacy of Katn: Soul Hoover 
(Crystal Dynamics) 

Fulfill your every desire as Raziel. 
lieutenant of the Vampire Lord Kain. 
Every day you must go to work: 
sucking the souls of the misfortunate 
to appease the master. Set in a 
stunningly detailed, dark, three- 
dimensional world, the completely 
revamped sequel to Legacy of Kain 
promises high immersion-factor. 

Tonic Trouble (Ubi-Soft) 

As penance for spilling Intergalactic 
Toxic-Tonic and mutating all of Earth 
into a living freak show, Ed, the limbless 
hero of this new third-person action 
title, must save the day. Jump, swim, 
punch, and hang-glide via bow tie 
through the mess Ed's made of Earth. 




ODDWORLD Hi ABE'S EXODUS 

The first Oddworld prompted teary confessions from the 
game's authors, who admitted that they had made this other- 
wise worthy game unplayably difficult The new version lets you 
move forward without repeating the same tasks over and over 
again. For those into plot, this game has one: It's about a crafty, 
hardworiting race of cute, skinny humanoids called the Mudo- 
kens, who are being farmed for their meat and bones by a more 
aggressive race. H this sounds serious, it's not aKhough you do 
come to care about the feisty Mudokens and rejoice when, by 
chanting, our hero inhabits the body of a passing enemy just 
long enough to explode it into tiny, bloody chunks. 




SbodoMnncn (AcdaiM) 

Ah, the benefits of being dead. Travel 
from the streets of New Orleans to the 
land of the dead as Michael Le Roi in 
Acclaim's dark new thriller. Utilize 
assassin skills and voodoo magic to 
kill, pummel, and maim an evil cuft of 
repellent sociopaths. 

Perfect Dark (Rare) 

Revisit the much-lauded Goldeneye 
engine, with Rare's newest action 
heroine, Joanne Dark. Guide the 
secret operative through futuristic 
worlds in what looks to be a graphic 
leap for the Nintendo 64. The arsenal— 
the sniper rifle, the proximity mines, 
etc.— will be similar to Goldeneye's. 
but expanded. ^ 
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Hosted by Shawn Stewart 
and brought to you by SPIN magazine and the 
Access Entertainment Network 

For the 

Who, What, Where and When 
check out the SPIN Television Area on 
SPINonline. 
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It's the music that matters! 
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Trouble in the Menican afteriife rc 



BUILD 

$UIUL4TaRS /mo STIUTECy 
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AggressiveJy bad graphics, still a great game i 



Strategy in Herbert's vrorld PC 




NlltinyRussiansI PC . /.^^ . 
Rome wasnt built in a day rc 
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GIIIMMND4liGO 

A stylish film noir with crisp, tough dialog and talking 
skulls yanked right out of a Mexican funeral but 
probably a lot more cordial to your karma. 



The most textured, intelligent simu- 
lation of reality you can experience, 
outside of a career in business. 
You're building a Roman enclave— 
from the hut up to the Senatorial 
level. The pace of this new version 
is more intelligent and lifelike, the 
perspective is slightly more intense 
and detailed than in Caesar II. 
Writers take less time to complete 
a novel than I spent on the original 
versions; this one should take me 
right through to the retirement 
condo at Del Boca Vista. 



Miaani ■■■■■■■■■■■ 

Build a galactic empire; the strategy champ i 



PILOT 

HWING, nyUK, tETTWS MK, ETC 



Auto racing; more fast-paced fun i 



Cybersled; better graphics; better gameplay i 



SCE/I 

Auto racing; super reality action nx 

C00LMAIMK9 scu 

Frontside 180 cabbagel nx 

One of the year's beat racers; insanely realistic PC ' 



rnomi 

Auto racing; catch some fat air re ra mm 
MANDIIWf iMVfO >iscBAMES 

Sickest concept racer of all time PC Pfx 



360 backside roast beefl i 



SIARCRiVT 

For several months a few years ago, 
everybody was playing War Craft, in 
which human civilization battled the ugly 
and quite stupid race of Ores. That orig- 
inal is still a very brisk seller. The reason 
is simple: That game, and this, its suc- 
cessor, are terrifically constructed. In 
this one, you're in space. You have to 
build stuff— barracks, bunkers, factories, 
etc.— to establish human civilization 
while fighting off alien hordes at the 
same time. Those who can't get enough 
of Star Craft after they've won can 
immediately turn to the new Dune 2000, 
or snap up the Command & Conquer 
Gold Edition, in which you spend a lot 
more time fighting and roving around, 
but you're still God looking down from 
above, which turns out to be very enjoy- 
able, and even addictive. Theologians 
take note. 
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Auto racing; racing with an attitude i 



NINTENM 

The best water racer available - 
MOMMy 

Auto racing; fast-talking guy not included i 



Ten years after its birth. Nintendo Game Boy is 
still the digital distraction of choice for mobile 

^^^^ — , gamers. This month marks the 

^^^^^^ release of Game Boy Color. 

^^^^^H which can display 56 colors 

^^^^^H from a possible 32,000 and 

Hl^^^ allows old Game Boy cartridges 

HHI^I to boast between four and ten 

c^Bor ■_o colors. Game Boy Color enables 

users to choose their own color 
schemes and displays palettes 
already coded into color-ready 
cartridges. With a size and 
weight similar to its predeces- 
sor, the unit milks 20 hours of 



The classic hover racer returns mm 




play out of two AA batteries and is fully compati- 
ble with the 1.000-plus Game Boy titles. What's 
on your Game Boy then? Probably 
Pokemon (Pocket Monsters), the 
new Tamagotchi-meets-Teletub- 
bies-on-PCP role-playing game. 
The inspiration for the mega-pop- 
ular Japanese TV show (yes. the 
one that caused the seizures) 
and countless spin-off products, the Pokemon 
game involves raising pet monsters to fight. Via 
the Game Boy Game Link connector, two players 
can negotiate battles and monster trades. The 
bigger your portfolio of monsters, the badder a 
Pokemon player you can be. oavid pescOvitz 
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= TRACTION + COMFORT + WARMTH + DRYNESS 



GAME SHOW 



P-ZntO X NINTENDO 

Not much to look at but hoodaddy it's fast nm 
BUCK BUMBU UBi soft 

Be the bee N64 

BOMBIRiMilN MHMSy IMCE Nintendo 
Mariokart, with bomber men mx 
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Control a fleet of destructo stiips m 

3 NilSOIR 99 EX 

Warm beer not included KX H64 
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1IGER WOODS 99 electronic iIRTS ■■■■■■■■■■ 

You can make him play well again fc 

FIM SOCCER electronic >«rts 

Goooooal! MX N«4 



IMHR ItfOODS 99 

More fun than wandering around witfi 
Mr. Dithers on the back nine, because 
you don't have to wade in the water 
traps when you're on a PC. It's weird, 
though, when you're playing as the 
great Tiger himself, to mess up a shot 
and see him hunch over in disappoint- 
ment. The game comes with an add- 
on pack of great courses— and the 
nineteenth hole on every one is only a 
few steps away. BYOB, of course. 



MnVF MMRZONi 64 ACcmiM 

Bone-crushtng four-player fun mm 



BilSS MilSTERS CUUSIC ^■■■■■■■■■■■■■b 
TOURNAMENT EDITION tmq S 

It was this big k S . 



99 989 sports 

Obsessive details, amazing graphics n* 

NFL QUART! RBACK CLUB 99 accimm 

So real you'll need cortisone injections rsx H*4 

KNOCK OUT KINGS electronic ><rts 
Put your gloves on nx 

NHL MCEOfF 99 989 sports 

Realer than real. Endlessly modifiable MX 

G- SHOCK konjumi 

Discover the safe way to scuba m 

NHL 99 u 

Red streak on puck included mx Ma4 
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IVWF MMRZONi 64 

Wno says the .<nole professional-wrestling thing is 
rigged? You control the action, and you can choose to play 
as existing WWF monsters, or make your own scary behe- 
moth, some of whom weigh in at what looks like about 450 
pounds. This is so much better than the average fighting 
game, because it's ridiculous. If you get real lucky, by the 
way. you can hit Stone Cold Steve Austin over the head 
with the bell, a video camera, or, best of all, a TV set. Vio- 
lentl Rudel 



CLASSIC 

TOURNAMINT 

BDmON 

A beaut. You listen to tips 
about bass fishing, select a 
rod and lure, then hit the 
very best fishing spots 
offered. You end up catch- 
ing nothing but a few crap- 
pies. You go home. Just like 
real fishing. 




just when you thought Mario had won the Jf/ 

next-generation platform joust, here 

comes the alleged next next- ^BtfjBfc^^, 

generation powerhouse. Sega's ^^t^Siw 

much-touted Dreamcast system. ^^tft^ ■ - 

Shipping right about now in Japan and 

slated to hit U.S. stores late next year for around $250 

(txjotleggers are alreacfy at work), Dreamcast performs 



at 1 28 bits with graphics that rival Toy Story and 64 
channels of pain-inducing 3-0 sound. Forget cartridges 
and CD-ROMs— Dreamcast uses new memory cards 
that dock into a "Visual Memory System." The VMS sys- 
tem plugs into a controller, letting players secretly set 
up moves or plays, save user-created piayers and 
teams to trade with friends, and interface with planned 
VMS- compatible arcade games. Online multiptayer net 



working capabilities ■ + , i^B?' 
are also standard- I 
issue with each con- / 
sole. Et lu, Sony? / 
Speculators are pre- 
dicting a Christmas 

2000 Japanese launch for Sony's PlayStation 2 plat- 
form, mmored to be DVD-based, d.p. 



SPlNonline s resident yarniny gearhead h,js cLvne up with s wish list of peripherals and gadgets for the uber-gaiiier wannabe. Log on to keyword: Spin on AOL for the latest 
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Bunster is a typical resident of Oasis, a pseudo-medieval revival town 
where people have gathered to build a community, using old tech- 
nologies lil<e tunic-making, blacksmithing, woodcutting, and, from 
time to time, banditry. Living in Oasis can get pretty boring if you're 
a nice guy— hours of tedious wood-chopping and riverbank fishing. In return 
you get a few measly gold coins. Bunster sometimes chops wood for 20 hours 
at a time, work so repetitive that Oasis residents call it "going on macro," 
because it's like an automated software task. Bunster can chop wood for 
hours on macro, earning a meager pittance, money he can trade in at the 
local store for better armor, weapons, or magic spells. When Bunster's off 
macro, he's trying to make Oasis a better place for all its citizens, especially 
newbies— novice residents who often get killed, or PKed (Player Killed), by 
people loo badass to go on macro and chop wood all day That's one of the 
problems with this experimental community: You get away with murder. 

The wanton mayhem found in Oasis plagues all of the Sonoma "shard" of 
California and the entire nation of Brittania. Brittania is the virtual world 
entered by players of Ultima Online— the world's largest ongoing, or persis- 
tent, environment, and a harbinger of what may be the next significant Net 
phenomenon: massive-multiplayer gaming. Ultima Online's complex medieval 
codes of chivalry and ritual serve as an interesting test case of what hap- 
pens when these increasingly sophisticated virtual worlds are set into motion. 
Much as ninth-century England lived in perpetual terror of Norsemen sud- 
denly looting all the painstaking fruits of hard labor. Ultima's citizens can be 
sure of one thing in their brutish and short lives: Anything they build is bound 
to be looted, attacked, and stolen. 



Ultima's mayhem seriously bums Bunster out. Bunster is an archer-magi, 
and leader of the Silver Dragoons. He and his posse of 30 see themselves as 
Robin Hoods, fighting to bring justice to a violent, lawless world. "1 see 
newbies around and take them places they could not go without protection. 
When I kill monsters, I give newbies the money, and when I see someone 
trying to PK a newbie, I PK the PKer and give the money to the newbie." What 
makes Bunster unlike other players is his fame. 

Bunster is not just a vigilante. He's also a 47-year-old lawyer. An ex- 
hippie with long curly salt-and-pepper hair of Afro-like proportions, he's 
suing the makers of Ultima Online— Origin Systems and Electronic Arts— for 
building a world that he believes doesn't work: The servers that host the 
game are not up 24 hours, seven days a week, as stated on the box, he 
alleges. And playing Ultima requires an additional fee of $9.95 a month, 
also not mentioned on the box. And when you do succeed in connecting, 
the lag can make the game so slow as to be unplayable. Not long ago, Bun- 
ster's alter ego, George Schultz, began laying the groundwork for the first 
consumer-led class-action suit in computer game history. This was no idle 
threat. Beyond the $59.95 purchase price for the CD-ROM, Ultima pulls in 
a million dollars or so a month in user fees. "The software industry is full of 
shit," Schultz says. 'Even Windows does not do what it says it does. For 
some reason software is the only product in America where the public has 
accepted the product being like that." Bunster could do something much 
worse than beat Ultima in court: He could bring the game to its knees. 

Game-makers are, not surprisingly, closely following Ultima's travails. 
Competing big-buck massive-multiplayer games are in development, games 



Jftt like .1 hpl olninUl- 
, dcntuiy.Cn<ii.iri(i:aconception 
ol Uliud J Onii"»'» world. 



M4SSIVE ATiACK 





Ultima Online is poised to be the first successful next-generation 
game: an interactive, simulcrted Kvorld Mrith as many as one million 
inhabitants. But there's one little problem: some guy named 
Bunster. A tale of marketing, muMmillions, and the race to build 
the first Internet blockbuster. By Dcnr id S. Bennahum 
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like Terra: Battle for the Outland by Kaon Interactive, Microsoft's Asheron's 
Call, SegaSoft's 10six, Baldur's Gate by Interplay, and Sony's EverQuest, 
each with a budget of more than $5 million. All have experienced technical 
delays and cost overruns— all were originally scheduled for release in 1998, 
and only Terra and Baldur's Gate were expected to be up and running by 
the time you read this. The delays are due to the complexity of generating 
entire networked worlds. They require intricate design and debugging, from 



ULTI/H>;i'S /!lTTORNEyS TERMED SCHULTZ A PS/CHOTIC 
HUSTLER; THE/ CMI/H HE MADE "SC/1ND/1LOUS...SEXIST/1ND 
RACIST POSTS IN ORDER TO DEFAME ULTI/U/1 ONLINE. 



the way data is transmitted among computers, to the look and feel of game- 
play that requires constant computation among thousands of players. 

Ultima Online is not only pioneering a new kind of game, it is creating a 
new kind of business. The payoff could be huge: Like online services, ongo- 
ing games can keep charging players admittance fees ad infinitum. But per- 
sistent worlds also require continuous infusions of cash, creative upgrades, 
and buzz. These games don't have endings. They're supposed to be played 
forever. Ultima Online, with its array of servers permanently connected to 
the Internet, technicians, and support staff, is estimated to consume $1 mil- 
lion a year in upkeep. If players get bored and don't come back. Electronic 
Arts cannot afford to maintain the servers. The shards will go down; care- 
fully nurtured scenarios will be wiped off the face of Brittania. This is why 
Bunster makes Ultima Online very, very nervous. 

WHEN NOT BEING BUNSTER ON THE SONOMA SHARD, GEORGE SCHULTZ 
is in San Diego, where he lives, or Palo Alto, California, where the Origin 
and Electronic Arts' attorneys work, taking depositions. He hopes that if a 
judge allows him to pursue a class-action suit, he can fight on behalf of any 
of the 250,000 people who have purchased the game and feel disaffected. 

Schultz, who bought three copies of Ultima when it came out last year- 
one for himself, one for his mom, and another for his sister— found the 
problems he was having were shared by others he chatted with online at 
rec. games. computer.ultima, the Usenet group dedicated to the game. 
"A bunch of people called me and said we should sue," he says. A skilled 
class-action lawyer who successfully went after the beef industry, General 
Motors, and Ford, and who worked with Ralph Nader, Schultz knew how 
to take the online griping into a courtroom. "I enjoy suing lawyers," he tells 
me gleefully. 

Ultima's attorneys, finding this the epitome of legal tomfoolery, decided 
to slam Schultz hard, investigating his past and filing papers in court alleg- 
ing that Schultz was, essentially, a psychotic hustler: "He likened defen- 
dants to makers of the exploding Pinto automobiles; he likened them to 
makers of drugs that caused deformed babies; he 
engaged in extended comparison of defendants' sup- 
posed 'big lie' and Adolph Hitler's infamous 'Big Lie." 
Ultima's lawryers also claimed Schultz made "scan- 
dalous.. .sexist and racist' posts in order to defame 
Ultima Online and was "relentlessly hostile to his own 
clients when they expressledl doubts about the sutt." 

As Bunster/Schultz's lawsuit awaits class-action certi- 
fication in San Diego, the Ultima newsgroup is riven by 
pro- and anti-Schultz posts. Online game sites, mean- 
while, offer regular bulletins on the lawsuit's progress. 
Over 1,000 readers of one site, GameSpot, responded to 
a recent poll, sending in e-mails with their opinion on the lawsuit, wKh mes- 
sages tilting in favor of Ultima Online. When I asked Larry Pacey, the pro- 
ducer of competitor SegaSoft's 10six, about Ultima Online's legal imbroglio, 
he shrugged and smiled. "We would love to have the kind of issues Ultima 
has," he tells me. For Pacey, the furor is evidence that the players care. Pacey 
and some of the lOsix design team surreptitiously signed up for the Ultima 
beta-test, getting a sneak peek at the game's technology Pacey continues 
to play, and follows Ultima's tribulations with interest, as he too recognizes 
that lOsix will largely succeed or fall based on word of mouth. 



If Ultima represents a move into the Dark Ages, 10six (which is scheduled 
for release early next year) is a quick jump past the Renaissance into lais- 
sez-faire robber-baron capitalism— a violent world where money governs 
society. It's a bit like California during the gold rush. 

Set on a distant planet rich in a mineral called Transium, lOsIx is divided 
into four "corporations," or teams. The corporations compete to extract as 
much Transium as possible. The idea, as Pacey puts it, is to create a new 
economy in cyberspace, with digital objects. 
Because the players are using credit cards to pay 
monthly subscription fees, the fake Transium min- 
eral can be traded for credit on their Visa or Mas- 
ter Card bills. 

Although Pacey is 33 and a seven-year veteran 
of game producing, he looks much younger with 
his short brown hair, doughy face, and untucked shirt. His SegaSoft office 
in Silicon Valley is filled with toy-tchotchkes for grownups. An array of col- 
lectible Japanese plastic monsters and robots are arranged along his 
shelves; his walls are covered with posters from computer games. The toys 
reflect Pacey's belief in collectible economies. The business model lOsix 
uses is partly based on the idea of artificial scarcity, what Pacey calls "lim- 
ited-edition digital objects," or LEDOs. 

Much like Swatch (which strategically produces limited-edition watches 
that are quickly bid up to sky-high prices) or Magic: The Gathering (a game 
that releases small numbers of highly desired player cards), lOsix is betting 
on the idea that K can generate ongoing excitement by controlling the release 
of new features. Then, as objects are mixed to new effect, the new pieces are 
made more valuable than their parts. "We can create a collectible economy 
like baseball cards," Pacey says. "We had economists look at this, math 
majors, statisticians. We start out with 150 objects, and we have a map of 500 
objects, ranked as common, rare, and ultra-rare. The matrices of combina- 
tions are so high that we do not know where it will end up." 

Pacey and the marketing team at SegaSoft are well into their grassroots 
marketing campaign for 10six. A thousand players have been selected for the 
beta-test. For two months this elite group will get to take the game on trial 
runs. They're expected to report all bugs to the design team. But whereas 
once, in the 1980s and early 1990s, beta-tests were secret affairs, with par- 
ticipants signing nondisclosure agreements, today's beta-test serves as a 
de facto marketing machine. Testers are encouraged to put up Web pages 
describing their (hopefully) positive experience playing the game. To amp up 
the impact, lOsix testers are given artwork to put on their pages. SegaSoft will 

even host Web pages for them. 

Building buzz for lOsix is Sarah Anderson's responsibility. Her experience 
with fan marketing comes from managing the campaign for Heat, Sega- 
Soft's online gaming networi<. Heat boasts 250,000 subcribers, about 5,000 
of whom are premium members who pay $5.95 a month to do battle in 45 dif- 
ferent multiplayer games like Quake II, Total Annihilation, and Flesh Feast 





Be my neighbor 
Brittania residents 
the two-headed 
ogre and the bard. 



Heat gives out "frequent player points' (which can be redeemed for games, 
T-shirts, baseball caps, and posters at Heat's online store) as well as straight 
cash prizes, neariy $500,000 in the last year. The more advanced lOsix. 
meanwhile, is designed to support a million players (although SegaSoft's 
servers will be able to support about 25,000 players at a time), and its busi- 
ness plan, according to Pacey, requires active ongoing recruitment of gamers 
to support the infrastructure. 

"We have different incentives to spread buzz,' Anderson says of the Heat 
model. "Advance soldiers," the beta testers, and "Heat foot soldiers," who set 
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up Web sites, get frequent player points. Soldiers who become "privates* get 
T-shirts and dog tags. "Their first mission is recruiting ten foot soldiers"- 
i.e., new subscribers to Heat— "then they move up to corporal and up to 
general," Anderson says. The best soldiers this year were flown in for a San 
Francisco Giants outing with SegaSoft designers, and four of them jun- 
keted to Atlanta's E3, the biggest computer-game convention of the year. 
If this sounds familiar, it should: Fan-based marketing online is a hyper-accel- 
erated version of street marketing techniques pioneered by rap artists. What 
works for Big Punisher also works for 14-year-old computer-game fanatics. 

LESLI ARBUTHNOT GREW UP IN PORTLAND, OREGON, IN THE EARLY 
1980s-at the very beginning of the alt-rock boom. She was in Theater of 
Sheep, a local band that would gain future-footnote status in music history for 
inspiring Courtney Love to become a singer. Arbuthnot, who looks like a mod- 
ern-day Louise Brooks— tall and thin with black hair in a page-boy cut- 
migrated to San Francisco in 1986, where she became a promoter and 
booker for DV8, one of the city's best-known clubs, bringing in such bands 
as 808 State, the Orb, Pigface, and Nina Hagen. Arbuthnot's client list has 
changed in the 1990s. Today the 35-year-old masterminds Net-based "street 
campaigns" for Microsoft Games, Macromedia, and PF. Magic, among oth- 
ers. She connects game-makers to taste-setting fans through her boutique 
PR firm, Arbuthnot Communications, or ArbCom. At her desk in San Fran- 
cisco, she's most likely to be reachable by ICQ, a wildly popular "instant- 
chat' program. Pinging messages back and forth between fans and game 
publishers, she strategically releases information gleaned from her corporate 
clients to online taste-makers like the Archangel, a 44-year-old Coast Guard 
veteran who until recently lived in Alaska. 

"Microsoft's Age of Empires game," Arbuthnot says, "sold one million 



copies primarily through this one guy's fan site— the Archangel." Known in 
real life as Mike McCart, the Archangel used to run HeavenWeb.com, a 
fan site for Age of Empires (AGE to fans). For Arbuthnot, getting fans like 
the Archangel in on the game's development is like "getting someone back- 
stage at Foo Fighters, and having them tell all their friends." Arbuthnot has 
a database of fans, and a database of Web masters who run fan sites. 
'We make sure we send them very early beta products. You do that and 
they become your friend for life. We allow them to sign up for our press 
lists, so they get news about their favorite game at the same time the press 
does. They are all geeks-they want to be first to find out if there is a new 
patch for their game, or a new level editor. We make them feel very impor- 
tant, because they are." 

McCart became very important for Microsoft's Empires, indeed. Heaven- 
Web attracted 180,000 visitors a month, delivering 1.2 million "page views," 
all focused on one product. "The first six or seven months, I was alone run- 
ning Heaven," McCart says, describing how his hobby began in early 1997. 
"It got so big— 600 pages— that I asked some of the better fans to help out' 
Eventually 12 volunteers, or "angels," joined in maintaining the site. For 
Chris DiCesare, Microsoft Games's director of product development, 
MoCart's fan site "was a catalyst for all of us." There are now 120 AGE sites. 
DiCesare, who is the product manager for Microsoft's massive-multiplayer 
Asheron's Call (now expected to be released in late 1999), brought Arbuth- 
not in so she could help him create a network of super-fans— people like the 
Archangel who can drive a game to hit status. 

McCart's HeavenWeb is now hosted by GameStats, a giant conglomera- 
tion of fan sites (delivering 6.8 million page views a month) that is making a 
business out of what McCart once did for love. McCart no longer runs the 
AGE site because Ensemble Studios, the Texas-based firm that created AGE, 
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TO BE FIRST TO FIND OUT IF THERE 
IS A NEW R4TCH FOR THEIR GAAAE 
OR A NEH/ LEl^EL EDITOR." 




has hired him to run t/ieiV Web site. McCart just moved to Dallas. "We are having a 
house built,' he says. "They are paying pretty well." 

HeavenWeb's host site. GameStats, is edited by JT, or 'Justice T," a.k.a. Charles. 
A mustachioed programmer in his 30s who vacillates between shyness and boisterous 
enthusiasm, Charles declines to give out more information about himself for fear of 
being deluged with e-mail at the tech company where he works days. JT and Arbuth- 
not are tightly bound in a kind of symbiotic relationship— she delivers early informa- 
tion and beta product, JT attracts gamers to hear the latest news. "We are late-night 
pen pals," Arbuthnot says. "For a long time he thought I was a guy. A black man." 
Arbuthnot, who is white and a woman, says, "We've never talked on the phone. We've 
never met." I happen to be with her the day she finally does meet JT for the first time, 
along with a half-dozen key fan-site administrators, in a restaurant in Palo Alto. 

Over lunch, conversation turns to the question of trust and abuse. "I never turn down 
a fan site request," Arbuthnot says, "If people make an honest-to-God effort, they 
stay on the press list." There are exceptions, however "We have one guy on proba- 
tion." she says. "He just graduated from high school and he turned out to be a brat. 
He wanted us to send him a computer. He does not understand how a PR firm works. 
When we said no, he used unprofessional language and we took him off the list." 

"So anyone can get a game from you?" JT is amazed by this. "If my Web site gets ten 



hits a month and you send me a $50 game, you are screwed." 

'Most fan sites get very little traffic," Arbuthnot concedes. 'But that is where the buzz 
starts. Buzz has to start somewhere, and it won't start on the cover of the New York Times' 

After lunch, we fall into a discussion of Ultima Online. Arbuthnot is amazed at how 
far it has gone. "It's a crucial moment in the development of online fan marketing," 
she says. "It shows how passionate fans are about games. Ultima is a remarkable 
example of self-organizing online." Bunster may be angry, but he is involved. Teresa 
Potts, who works for Origin Systems, points out that Bunster and his co-plaintiffs may 
be suing her company, but they are still online, regularly playing Ultima. 

As it happens, in late September a judge turned down Bunster's request for class- 
action status. Ruling for Bunster, the judge wrote, would have had a "chilling effect 
indeed on creativity and multiplayer game-playing on the Internet." The judge did, how- 
ever, allow Bunster and the individual plaintiffs who've joined his suit to go forward 
on a case-by-case basis. Bunster intends to continue waging his campaign. "The suit 
will go on," he says defiantly. 

When I ask Bunster why he continues playing Ultima, even though he is suing the 
game's designer and distributor, he laughs. Bunster's found a home in Brittania and 
he's not going to let a mere lawsuit drive him out. "I have made a lot of good friends 
on this game," he says. 'I go on at night, and there are people who know about my per- 
sonal problems, and we sit there and talk, rather than kill people." Bunster pauses. 
"Then right in the middle of talking to them, the game shuts downl" 

As far as he's concerned, suing Ultima is just another way to make the game a 
better place, like the court system he is developing, for free, as a gift to the good peo- 
ple of Brittania. It's his way of pushing the evolution of virtual worlds. 'I'm trying to 
create a player-controlled court system, with me as a judge, and a jury. That way if 
someone claims a player stole something, we can get several other players, drag in 
the defendant, and try him." The possibilities are mind-boggling. "It really is an 
amazing game," he says wistfully. M 



INTRODUCIiyC JVC'S 
XU-301BK 
SCD/MiniDisc 
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Tape? You're still using tape? Why? Now you can digitally 
record, edit, mix, insert, re-record, index, title, change pitch 
and add voice-overs with JVC. 

Our XU-301 combines a 3 CD Triple-Tray Changer together 
with MiniDisc Record/Playback for diiect digital-to-digital 
recording. An an'ay of programming features, along with the 
XU-301 's exclusive pitch control and mic mixing, let you add 
your own personal touch to every MD compilation you create. 

And JVC's exclusive TEXT COMPU UNK mal<es selecting the 
music you want to record simpler than ever. 



Found only on JVC receivers (like the new RX-1024), A JVC EXCLUSIVE 

TEXT COMPU UNK displays the title, artist, genres, etc. from 
text encoded CDs and MDs on your TV screen. For CDs that 
don't have text, the XU-301 remote has a 'qwerty' style alpha 
numeric keytward that makes it easy to input the data you 
want to catalog. 

So stop holding your music together with tape. Enter the ^^E2M33I^I 

perfect world of digital recording with JVC's XU-301 . COftXPl/ IMK 
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1 700 Valley Road, Wayne, NJ 07470 www.jw.com 



IF YOU THINK YOU'VE HEA 
THE BEST DEAD SHOWS 
OF ALL TIME... 

YOU DONT KNOW DICK, 



Dick Latvala, tape archivist for the Grateful Dead, knows his 
Dead shows. The Dick's Picks series presents classic Grateful 
Dead concerts, digitally remastered directly from the original 

two-track source tapes. 




Bonic 
Cypress, CA 
Kjndncfcon Beach, CA 
FJIerton, CA 

Disc Exctienqe 

Knoxville, TN 
W Knoxville, TM 

Ear X Tacy 
Uxjsville KY 

Electric Fecus 

DulLich. MN 
Mimeapolia MN 
Sc Cloud, MN 



Buy 2 or more Dick's Picks volumes and receive an exclusive 
FREE Dick's Picks CD sampler ac the stores listed below!" 



Face The Muse 
Eugene OR 

Fingerpmcs 
Long Beach, CA 

Homers 
Omaha NE 
Lincoln, l\E 
Bellevue, l\E 

Kiefs 
Lawrence, KS 

Lakeshore Ftecord 
Exchange 
Rochester NY 



Lous Records 
Encnicas CA 

Mage Platter 
Bffmm^-iom, AL 

Manifest Disc S Tapes 
CoiLmbia SC 
Greervilie, SC 
Clemson SC 

Ovanescon. SC 
Florenos; SC 

W*T»rigton. NC 

Music MiilemiLm 
Ftrcland (northwescl OH 
Portland teestsibe), OR 



Plan 9 
F^ict-mond, VA 
Chertottesville, VA 
Harrisantxr^ VA 

Pure Pop 
Burlingcoa VT 

Record STape Traders 
Bel Ain MD 
Catonsville, MO 
Batamore, MD 
Sen Btmie, MD 

a«rlea, MO 
Sevema Park, MD 

Towson, MD 
VWescrmnster MD 



Record Archive 
Razhester NY 

Record Exchange 
Boise, ID 

Record Revolucion 
Kina Of Prussia, PA 
Heading, PA 

Record Service 
Champaign IL 

R^eatThe Beoc 

Royal Oak. Ml 
Plymouth Ml 



Mad Flatter 
Riverside CA 

Rhino Records 
Claremonc, CA 

SchoolKids 
Chapel Nil, NC 

Raleigh, NC 
Car^, NC 
New Bern, NC 
Henderson NC 

Twist And Ehouc 
Denver CO 

Vintage Vinyl 
Fords NJ 



Uncle SamlB 
La uderhiH FL 
Pompano 58act\ FL 
Miami Beach FL 

V\tacerloo Ftecords 
Auscn. TX 

Cacojs 

Hcxiscon. TX 

Newtxr-y Ccrmcs 
) New England Locatons 
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Enter the I KNOW DICK Contest! 



Grand Prize: Grateful Dead CD Anvil Case 



Name 



Address 



E-mail 



City, Scace, Zip. 



Runner-Up Prizes: 10 Sony CD Walkmans • 500 Oiclt's Picks T-shirts 

BuiBB No purchMa nacMsary Send the accsched form (with your name, adct^a. date of txrth and phone number) in wntir»g to i Know □lc^. 
Contest. PO Box 2139. risvoto. CA 94948 Open to all US raaidents ewspt amployeea and ttw immediate famdies ol Ansts Records and Greteru 
Dead Productiona. Inc and their afMiated companiea. subatdnnaa and aganc*ea AMordlng of prtzea aubiacc to verification of eligibility and aitscutioi 
by winner and releases as eupptied by Artsta Records Winner agrees to use of winner's entry snd/or name and likenesees far pnomotiona' pv- 
pooes fcr no additional consideration Void wtwre prcfi4»ted by law All entries muat be received by mldraght on Dec 31 1998 Not rasponeiUe for 
late lost illegible or miadfrected ma<l Winners will be t^wn from all correct enarmra by Artsca fteca rda on or about January 15. 1989. AH antrie;^ 
become the property of Arista Reccrds For the names of the winners or a corrplaca MC of rutes. aend a seir-adc^^ssd stamped anvalopa twu 
monthe after the contest has ended Co Artsts Recorde. PO Box 2139, Movata CA 94948. Phx&s are not transferable or redeamatte tar cher* casft 
value The eMimsced retail value of Che Grand Prize « S500. )f a prize cant be awarded due to acts ouCSKla the control of Ansca. s substitute 
pnzs of approxmataly equal value will be awrd ad All fadaml. state and tocal taMS are th& wmere' sole responsibility Every person wfw submits 
an entry thereby aeaanta to and acospcs el the terms and contDona sat tac 
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AUH\S MORISSEHE 



Supposed former 
Infatuation Junkie 




HDDICTEDTOLOUE 

The biggest female rock star of the '90s 
returns luith an album euen more schizo 
than Jagged Litt/e PHI. bg Chuck Eddg 



Alanls Morissette sold her first 16 million records by 
being an intense, spazzy live wire who makes you want 
to run away from her but also makes you want to run 
away with her. She's got a ditziness that makes beinn 
pissed-off seem really comforting; it's endearing hov. 
her big, brazen mouth growls its c's, how it stretches 
and compresses words. She's Snarly Spice, she's the 
wicked chipmunk of the West. But like anything else 
you might say about her, that's not all she is. 

Her mode of singing changes every couple lines- 
maybe there really are four Alanises, just like in that 
"Ironic" video in the car. She's got her teeter-totter 
voice, her arfing-hound voice, her angel-baby voice, 
her gargle-with-salt-waler-to-cure-your-sore-throat 
voice ("sandpaper on spinach," writer Frank Kogan 
calls that last one). She sort of did for nag-folk sob- 
sisters what Axl Rose did for macho rockers a few 
years earlier: invested a moribund genre with rhythm, 
melody, urgency, schizophrenia, and wacky extrane- 
ous asides ("I certainly do. yeah I really do think"). All 
of which added up to Jagged Utile Pill working the 
way music almost never does anymore— its vocabulary 
became part of everyday conversation, so the unfor- 
gettable lines about chardonnay and fellatio now 
belong to the world. 

Now that we've got an older version of her. is she 
just as perverted? Supposed Former Inlatualion 
Junkie, Alanis calls her new album; what an amazingly 
ambiguous Sex and Love Addicts Anonymous title! 
(Like, does "supposed" modify "former" or "junkie"?) 
Sounds like maybe she flunked the 12-step program: 
She yearns to be stuck on a deserted island with some 
boy along with her three favorite CDs; asks another if 
he's still mad 'cause she kept sleeping with him after 
they split up, plus she compared him to all her 40-year- 
old friends. The album opens with "Front Row," as in 
■Vith the popcorn"; pretty funny considering what she 
was swallowing in theaters on her last album. 

She likens herself to a four-year-old in two different 




Tired of those same 
Christmas songs? 
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(Put some Zip in your holiday season with the 
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CHRISTMAS CARAVAN 




A brand new recording 
featuring eight 
eclectic, original 
Christmas songs & two 
Zipperized standards. 




songs, but sadly, she's wrong. Too many 
of her new songs show her devolving 
Into mundane maturity, bypassing the 
bratty vernacular viciousness that served 
her so well in favor of impenetrable 
complexity and attempts at social con- 
sciousness. In the eternal tradition 
of Elvis Costello, John Cougar, Liz 
Phair, and the Beastie Boys, she's feel- 
ing pressure to pass herself off as 
respectable, but sacrificing energy in the 
process. Last time out, her sneering pro- 
to-feminist rebellion inspired sheHered 
middle-American giris in sneakers and 
cut-offs just like hers to stand up for 
themselves and grow their hair weird. 
But I don't think she's identifying with 
her hard-won late-teen/eariy-20s female 
demographic (not even Monica Lewin- 
skyi) anymore. 

Then again, she never claimed to be a 
punk, did she? (Having the same dread- 
locks as the singer for the Offspring 
doesn't quite count) Back in '96, indie 
zealots acted like Alanis was compromis- 
ing some imaginary ideal of angry-young- 
woman purity, when really if she compro- 
mised anything (like Jane Child and 
Alannah Myles and Celine Dion before 
her), it was the eccentric French-Canadi- 
an post-disco subculture of Jeanne Mas 
and Mitsou she had actually emerged 
from. A few cuts on her new album have 
industrial klanking or African drums 
underneath (always popular in Montreal 
clubs), and "Front Row" and the Madon- 
na soundalike "So Pure" rank with her 
more successful new tracks simply by 
virtue of their fluid dance rhythms. A little 
bit ironic (don't you think?) seeing how so 
many kneejerV skeptics have given her 
guff for starting out as a teenage dance- 
pop artist 

Too often, though. Infatuation Junkie's 
music is muddled and leaden in ways 
even non-hit Jagged filler such as "Per- 
fect" and "Forgiven" wasn't Heavy- 
hearted dirges such as "The Couch" 
(about therapy, natch) show her biting off 



more than she can chew, forgetting all 
the bubblegummish little hooks, lines, 
and sinkers-giving us 10,000 spoons 
when all we need is a knife. Her psycho- 
bitch voice is not always her best voice- 
she's often most palatable (in "U.R." and 
"Unsent," for instance) sounding merely 
vulnerably pretty. But in the two neai~ 
a cappella lullabies that close the album, 
both swamped in Glen Ballard strings, 
her singing unfortunately just hovers Tori 
Amos-style up there above the clouds, 
never touching down or connecting. 

Ballard's Sahara-combing guitar 
bridges hint that the Puff-Daddyesque 
"Kashmir" section in her City of Angels 
hit "Uninvited" started something new, 
though. Now and then, those guitars 
combine with Alanis's high wordless 
hiccup mantras to attain transcendence. 
"Baba," based around an 'In-A-Gadda- 
Da-Vida" riff and ending with "Ave 
Maria' chants, is a cynically Arabian- 
undulating answer to the guru medita- 
tions on Ray of Light by Madonna, who 
founded Alanis's record label. My other 
favorite cut, "Unsent" consists of letters 
to seven former infatuations whose 
names almost all deviate from the 
names on the lyric sheet the label pro- 
vided at the pre-release hearing, sug- 
gesting somebody changed them to 
avoid lawsuits. But otherwise, I can 
imagine being on the receiving end of 
most of the harangues on this record 
and wondering exactly what bush Alanis 
was trying to beat around. I miss her 
directness. What it all comes down to is 
she still hasn't got it all figured out 
just yet B 




/hen a prolific, harmonica-playing sor>g- 
writer with a deep love for the talking 
blues, a reputation for bizarre torrents of 
words, and a couple of subculture-defin- 
ing demi-hits goes electric, it's news. 
Admittedly, it was more of a shock when 
Bob Dylan did it, but the fact that Beck 
has come over from the electronic side 
of the wall as much as from the acoustic 



makes Mutations— on which a rock band 
plays songs, for a change— an illuminat- 
ing move. Beck's strengths as a musician 
(his knack for stylistic dress-up and sam- 
ple-nabbing) tend to obscure his talent 
as a songwriter. 

Recorded with his touring group and 
originally intended for release on Bong 
Load (the mini-indie that put out the origi- 
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And for the naughty and nice on your shopping list. 
-PERENNIAL FAVORITEr. the just-released straight-up 
Zippers record featuring "Suits are Picking Up the BiU.' 

Trou Hacao^- and Xahott of Stephen Ebrtec 





Don't forget about these great stocking 
stuf f ert -HOT- & -THE INEVITABLE- , 



Buy all four. Well make more. 

«"^y"^ 1988-1996 A Sound DKicfa. wwwJiiuiuTKAh.coB 
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WHAT TO WEAR AND WHERE TO BUY IT 



ALLURE 



Inspired by the multiple qualities of an irresistible man. CHANEL has 
created a tragrance like no other. ALLURE for Men. The essential sensual 
accessory, ALLURE Homme is available nationwide al tine department 
stores, including Macy's, Burdlne's, Hecht's, Foleys, Filene's, and 
CHANEL Boutiques. 



ALPHA is recognized worldwide as the original and leading manulacluret 
ol authentic military-inspired outen«ear and apparel. Please visit our web- 
site for more information and our list ol retailers. 
www.alphaindustries.com 



JOE BOXER 



^^mrttrt^^^ This holiday, American Eagle Outfitters is where you'll find good friends, 



OUrFtTTERB 



AIX 



Ol 



'BSESSOM 

Calvio Klein 



Cohambia 

SponsucarCompan)^ 




ffl 



good limes, and great gifts. For the AE store nearest you, give us a call 
@ (868) AEAGLE.5 or Shop in Your Underwear" @ www.ae-outfitters.com. 



Re-deline ttie basics. . Armani style. Visit the new A/X store in 
NYC on Filth Avenue at 51st Street or visit us on-line al 
wwwjnnaniexchange.com. 



Sensual. Powerlul. Passionate. OBSESSION is an intoxicating blend 
of florals and spices with an earthy, warm base: haunting, sexy and 
intense. Availat)le at Bloomingdale's (888) 555.SH0P; Rich's (888) 
282.8800; Macy^ (800) 465.2297; Goldsmith's (800) 282.8800; 
Lazurus (888) 282.8800. 



Columbia Sportswear Company* is a global leader in the design, manu- 
facture, and distribution of active outdoor apparel and footwear. For 
retailer information call (800) MA-BOYLE (622-6953) and visit our web- 
site at www.columbia.com. 



The site for the best in culting-«dge music, fashion, games, 
information, entertainment and art. www.drmanens.com 



G Shodi Watches are housed in a stiocli-resistant frame and 
perform under pressure. For more information, call us at 
(888) BY-G-SHOCK. or visit our website at www.gshock.com. 



Wtien It comes to footwear keep in step with GBX. Available al Jarman, 
Fool Action. Colorado Stores, Jimmy Jazz, and Finish Line. Visit our 
website al www.GBXshoe.com and let us know what's on your mind. All 
other inquiries (888) GBX-shoe. 



The GSL young men's collection: Upscale fashion from urban to subur- 
ban. Available at Finch, Cleveland. OH; Lark, Evergreen Park, IL; Tony 
Sports, Chicago, IL; Up Against The Wall, Washington, DC; Max Green's. 
Greater Detroit area. For more information call (212) 631-9200. 
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QUIKSILVER^ 



SMUeONT 



Simple 
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SKECHERSi. 



5PIEWAK* 
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It's fun, seriouslyl JOE BOXER underwear, sleepwear and loungewear lor 
Men, Women, and Kids. For your nearest JOE BOXER retailer call 
(800) JOE-BOXER or visit www.ioeboxer.com. 



Creator ol the 'Wide Leg' jean is consistently developing Clothing, 
Footing, and Accessories lor unique lifestyles. From the concrete jungle, 
to the Calilornia sun, JNCO* helps to create your world. Search lor it at 
www.jnco.com. Availatile at JNCO Melrose Los Angeles. Gadzooks. 
Pacific Sunwear, Zumiez, JC Penriey. 



Buddy Lee tested. Buddy Lee strong. Lee Dungarees. Can't Bust 'Em" For 
more informalion and the store nearest you, please call (800) 453-3348. 



For more intormation on Levi's* silver Tab* products please call 
(BOO) USA.LEVI or visit our website al www.levi.com. 



Quiksilveri heritage comes from the sport ol surfing wfiete the dictates for 
fashion come from active people with high standards. Call (888) 222- 
9973 or visit www.quiksilver.com. Select retailers: Quiksilver Boardrider's 
Club. Nordstrom. Pacific Sunwear. 



Saucony Athletic Footwear is available at Dr Jay's and VI M (New York), 
Shoe City and Downtown Locker Room (Baltimore/D C, Metro), and 
select Foot Locker stores. For intormation call (800) 365-7282 or visit 
our website al www.sauconycom. 



Active casual lootwear for people looking to live a simpler life. Available 
at Pxilic Sunwear and Track 'n Trail. For more infomiation call (800) 
433-2537 and visit our website at www.simpleshoes.com. 



SKECHERS USA, known for edgy designs and comfortable outsoles, 
offers an array of men's, women's and children's boots, shoes, sneakers 
and sandals. Available at Journeys, Wild Pair, Miller's Outpost, Macy's 
and Footlocker. 



Ttie REAL outerwear makers of the twentieth century, from unilomi jack- 
els to streetwear hats to bags. Established in 1904. Spiewak has proven 
that only quality can last this long. Available at DaDaDa. Demo, Canal 
Jeans, Zumiez, I. Goldberg. Check us out al www.spiewak.com. 



The digital watch of choice. Mad Japanese style and rugged features like 
100 meters water resistance and shock resistance. Available al Nylon 
Squid, NY; Barneys; Gadzooks, select locations; Fred Segal, LA; Villians. 
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nal single of "Loser"), Mutations is 
ostensibly just a quickie to give us 
something to chew on until the next 
Ode/ay-style blowout. It's a warm, slow, 
understated downer of a record, all 
about death and depression, and there- 
fore totally in line with Beck's fascination 
and comfort with folk blues— he almost 
certainly knows more Jimmie Rodgers 
songs than anybody else in the Spin 40. 

His hard-core fans' favorite record 
tends to be One Foot in the Grave, 
the spare, dazed 1994 indie album 
whose songs have been covered by 
both Tom Petty and Johnny Cash. 
Though Mutations has much more of a 
Call studio tan, its focus, too, is on 
words and melodies rather than pro- 
duction. There's none of Odelay's 
sample collage here, but Beck's car- 
ried over his trick of saying a lot with a 
quick punch-in: a ten-second trom- 
bone solo in the middle of "O Maria" is 
all it needs to call up a New Orleans 
funeral atmosphere, and the bass voice 
buried in the mix of "Dead Melodies" 
deepens the mystery. Beck's endless 
spiel of absurdities keeps resolving 



itself into the archetypal intensity of tra- 
dition, sometimes even profundity. He'll 
be going on about how "the skin of a 
robot vibrates with pleasure," and all of 
a sudden he'll hit you with "Everybody 
knows death creeps in slow / 'Til you 
feel safe in his arms." 

Beck's also an audacious, ingenious 
melodist, whose weirdly-shaped tunes 
give the unassuming Mutations its stay- 
ing power. "Bottle of Blues" is as com- 
fortable as faded denim, and so classic- 
sounding that you have to wonder where 
he's ripping it off from. Then you get to 
the line in the chorus that says "Holding 
hands with an impotent dream / In a 
brothel of fake energy," and suddenly it's 
pure Beck, for whom both the gentle 
Chicago shuffle and sci-fi sound effects 
are second nature. That's Beck's pecu- 
liar genius: evoking the simple darkness 
of the past with ultra-modern instrumen- 
tation and language. He's a folk singer 
of the stnp-mall diaspora, a Blind Lemon 
Sorbet, with one foot in the grave cer- 
tainties of old 78s and the other in the 
tripped-out goofiness of the California 

sun. DOUGLAS WOLK 
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So you're one-third of a gazillion-selling 
rap act, and thus far it's been the talents 
of your two parlners— and the mixed 
strengths of their recent solo efforts— 
that have been snagging the most press. 
And so what you do, because you've 
somehow come to equate commercial 
success with artistic vindication, is make 
a "significantly self-produced," largely 
hip-pop record that alternately targets, 
with each new track, a different taste 
(radio-ready to street), demographic 
("good women" to freaks), or anticipated 
critical knock. 

Mistake. Because what you wind up 
vindicating, instead, is the suspicion 
that without your Fugee partners, you 
just don't have the same stylistically 
distinct, evocatively brooding, intelli- 



gently turned chops. 

The "you" in this case is 25-year-old 
Prakazrel "Pras" Michel. And the new 
album is Ghetto Supastar. a pandering 
one- (maybe hvo-) hit mediocrity featur- 
ing Pras's possibly ironic nom de rap. 
Dirty Cash. Unfortunately, the album 
also features loo many syrupy chorus- 
es, Puffy-esque heists from Bee Gees 
songs we liked better before, and unin- 
spired moments of the "yes yes y'all... 
I manifest y'all" variety. 

But then maybe these are things Pras 
already knew? If so, it might explain why 
he's buttressed the record with nearly 12 
minutes of mostly sincere-sounding, pro- 
ject-praising voice mail left by such dis- 
cerning hip-hop scenesters as Sting and 
Donald Trump. It also might explain why 
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THE BEST OF 1980-1990 

Pride (In The Name Of Love) 
New Year's Day 
With Or Without You 
I Still Haven't Found What I'm Looking For 
Sunday Bloody Sunday 
Bad 

Where The Streets Have No Name 
I Will Follow 
The Unforgettable Fire 
Sweetest Thing (The Single Mix) 
Desire 

When Love Comes To Town 
Angel Of Harlem 
All I Want Is You 



Pras allowed his own PR people to hype 
him as "a lyrical panther" and "the heraldic 
passant to Wyclef Jean and Lauryn Hill's 
lion and lioness," as if such press release 
nonsense (heraldic passant?!?) nnight 
make up for what Supaslar lacks. 

The real shame of it, though, is that 
when he lets himself get melodically 
minimal and/or vocally down-tempo, 



Pras can recall some of the better 
moments of Boogie Down Productions 
or late '80s EPMD. Mostly though, these 
songs are loo Will Smith bouncy for that 
sort of sleepy-deep Eric-and-Parish- 
style slurring to stick. 

The good news: now that each Fugee 
has soloed, can a reunion be far off? 

SHANE DUBOW 
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Until now, I thought of Phish primarily as an 
ignorable name on bumper stickers and ice 
cream cartons. These Vermont open-cur- 
riculum-coliege-bred. King Sunny Ade fans' 
concerts have ranked in recent years with 
the most well-populated on this continent, 
but I've always assumed the group's sus- 
piciously gigantk: cult appeal was more soci- 
ologic than sonic. When you get 60,000 
stooers fancying themsetves nonconformists 
onto an abandoned air base at the same 
time, it can make for a hell of an orgy— who 
cares if the music sucks? 

Then again, maybe it doesn't. Having 
perused Phish's new LP, The Story of the 
Ghost, I can conclusively hypothesize that 
what these ambitious young hippies are 
best at— not unlike Dave Matthews and 
Primus— is gettin' jiggy with it, in the old- 
timey, Celtic barn-dance sense. Fiddles in 
"Water in the Sky" and "Limb by Limb" 
(apparently about a guy who lost his legs, 
so now he's an amputee) are quite sprightly, 
and the way the interminable epic "Guyute" 
advances from nursery rhyming about ugly 
pigs into Renaissance-fairie whistling into 
demiclassical violin reeling into heavy fusion 
inspires perversely fond memories of Emer- 



son, Lake and Palmer's atypically rhythmic 
"Tiger in a Spotlight." 

Phish claim The Story of the Ghost is 
more introspective than their umpteen pre- 
vious albums; its songs are based on jams, 
rather than vice versa. There's some atonal 
jazz crap, but the music is not entirely shape- 
less— "Brian and Robert" has an under- 
stated gentleness that critics would swoon 
over if it came from Belle and Sebastian, 
and "Wading in the Velvet Sea' wades in 
the fuguey post-Velvet Underground sea of 
mid-'70s Brian Eno. 

"Meat" tastes too vegetarian, and "Ghost" 
feels ghostly only in its translucence. But 
when one of the Phish phellows admits 'I 
never told you the story of the ghost," he's 
not phibbing, because unlike, say Gordon 
Lightfoot in "If You Could Read My Mind," 
he never did tell us. Guitars in "Birds of a 
Feather" flock up and migrate, and "Frankie 
Says" says "Relax!" like Frankie Goes 
to Hollywood. Welcome to the Phishbowf 
pleasuredome— maybe if I smoked more 
dope (or ate more Ben & Jerry's) I might 
even convince myself it added up to some- 
thing less phishy than a post-prog parior 
game, chuck eddy 
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Big Beat is the boozed-up, speed-freaked 
cousin to trip-hop's somber stoner. Where 
trip-hop was red-eyed and dimly focused. 
Big Beat is eye-popping, dilated by the daz- 
zle, its bleary vision panning wide to incor- 
porate anything that can service the fie rock- 
flash, rave-bleep, rap-boom. 

Lo Fidelity Allstars. a London-based 
seven-piece of DJs and musicians, simul- 



taneously define and expand Big Beat's 
rowdy messthetic. The fact that they're a 
real band rather than a solo/duo DJ- 
production unit is crucial, aligning them 
with the U.K. rave'n'roll tradition of groups 
such as Happy Mondays and Primal 
Scream, which warped a 12-inch-single- 
oriented dance culture into album-length 
elaborations. Almost immediately, the Lo 



REVIEWS CONTINUEn 




Ci I 



iterial 



Lip 

protection 
for people 




/I 



Introducing Natural Ice« 
Extreme'^!, the only sunscreen/lip 
protectant with a technologically 
advanced formula that doesn't melt in the 
heat or get chalky in the cold. It goes on easy to 
keep your lips smooth and healthy — even under the 
most extreme conditions. 



Whatever you do to the 
rest of your body, 
we'll take care 
of your lips. 



RENEIVS 



Fi's establish an edgy distance from Big 
Beat's unproblematic fun-fest reflecting 
the desperate, devastated mindset behind 
the party-like-there's-no-tomorrow dance 
stance. How to Operate With a Blown 
Mind works as an autopsy on fun; Its 
downered, hungover aura captures the 
hollowed-out disorientation of minds 
caught in the dance floor's crossfire of 
stimuli, then hurled dazed and confused 
back into the jarring, jittery flux of real life. 

Suffused with the ever-present, dubbed- 
out megaphone-vox of singer Wrekked 
Train, "Kool Roc Bass' glides from a web 
of hissing electro into a gorgeous canopy 
of glacial techno. "Blisters on My Brain" is 
tricky disco too wasted for Studio 54; No 
Wave funk fading on a dizzy chorus. The 
title track is further out still: down-home 
spoken-word doggerel {"the streets are 
paved with fears... severe mental fog. ..Lon- 
don lives up its arse.. .these horrors. ..the 
man's a monster in his own time.. .carnage 
rules"), suddenly adrift on a neck-snapping 
dub rumble. "I Used to Fall in Love" starts 
as sumptuous Delfonics-slyle soul before 
voices, sounds, and structure fall under 
increasing attack from twisted FX, and a 
fade that stresses the soundscape till it 



nearly flickers out of existence. 

While the Man Parish-style roboticized 
dance-diktats and Chic strings of "Lazer 
Sheep Dip Funk' verge on straight-up Big 
Beat, the three ensuing tracks that close 
the album offer a brilliant abstraction of 
the Skint blueprint "Will I Get Out of Jail" 
takes a backward fall through R&B his- 
tory: eariy-'80s \ce, mid-'70s Philly warmth, 
and late-'60s Stax heat rub together in a 
homy haze. "Vision Incision" recalls post- 
punk's tapping of dub's spatial sense and 
dread-heavy grooves (PiL, This Heat, etc.), 
but collides it with ear1y-'90s trance techno 
to create an incredibly affecting crush 
between pure musical escapism and lyri- 
cal harshness. And on "Nightime Story," 
Wrekked Train absconds with a snipped 
sob of soul and a slo-oore march, then 
returns to utter as good an epitaph for Big 
Beat as we'll get "Whats it all gonna mean 
when audio psychosis builds from the 
speakers' cones? / And you can hear the 
music tearing through the bones?" 

Haw to Operate With a Blown Mind— 
whose domestk; release has now gone back 
to January 1999— is the most suggestive 
and provocative Brit-dance debut since 
Dummy ox Maxinquaye. nblkuuurni 



MultiCult Records 

Latin Hmerican art-folk isn't "luarld music," 
it's piain weird, by Will Hermes 




These are tough tiines for alt-national- 
ists : Reissues by Os Mutantes and Serge 
Gainsbouig aie questioning under- 
ground rock's Amer-Anglocentiic histo- 
ry, wbile Plastilina Mosh and Stereo 



Total have Stateside college radio sta& 
taking language courses. Given the rule 
of cut'n'mix aesthetics, xenophobes 
have every reason to sweat: Thanks to 
the export-culture imperialism of the 
English-speaking v^orld, other pop- 
producing countries are versed in a min- 
imum of two traditions : ours and their 
ovm. Here, thanks to our tired-ass musi- 
cal gatekeepers, we've been mostly left 
to play with ourselves. 

That's one reason imports without 
drum loops or feedback still get filed 
under "World Music." when much poly- 
glot pop would be better categorized as 
"Weird Music," as eccentric in its take 
on folk traditions as Richard Buckner 
or Freakwater. Record companies can 
add to the problem: When Virginia Rod- 
rigues's Sol Negro landed in import 
bins last year, it sounded like no other 
Brazilian pop LP, opening with the a 
cappella mysticism of "Verdnica," then 
the equally stark "Noite de Temporal." 
This was Afro-Brazilian history as musi- 
cal fever-dream — spooky, sexy, and 
expansively cinematic. 

The U.S. release of Sol Negio reshuf- 
fles the deck, opening instead with a 
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The best Big Beat may not be exactly "intel- 
ligent' but it's only deceptively brainless; 
like thte best slapstick routines, it's manip- 
ulative by nature, and designed to seem 
totally unseK-conscious. As tieard on last 
year's SeKer Living Through Chemistry, 
ttie ttirill-intensive Fatboy Slim approach 
favors monstrous, often incongmous Isreaks, 
bass lines, and riffs, aggressively diced 
and looped in service of wacky, cut-and- 
paste juxtapositions. Tfie seams st^ow, and 
that's the poinl-for that's where you'll find 
the punch lines as well. 

You've Come a Long Way, Baby sub- 
stantiates the theory that few dance pro- 
ducers vrarking today are as keenly attuned 
to the pleasure principle as Norman Cook 
Opening with "Right Here, Right Now," a 
vaguely cinematic, string-soaked sound- 



scape that DJ Shadow, for one, might have 
pulled off more convincingly, the record 
swiftly kicks into high gear with tho quin- 
tessential Fatboy juggernaut, "The Rock- 
afeller Skank," prefaced here by a price- 
less sample of a hilariously zealous fan 
requesting tfie song on a radio show. Sure, 
"The Rockafeller" might sound like a nov- 
elty track, but half a year on, I'm still wait- 
ing for the novelty to wear off. 

Like many of his Big Beat colleagues. 
Cook lapses almost too easily into comic 
relief-take the wobbly accelerated dance- 
hall of "Gangster Tripping" or the goofy, 
giggly "In Heaven," which repeats a Freddy 
Fresh sample ("Fatboy Slim is fucking in 
heaven") ad infinitum. But his prime objec- 
tive is plainly to Incite a frenzy, not bust a 
gut, and besides, this party-monster 
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couple of sambas and a bossa nova — ^fla- 
vored ballad that are sunnier, more what 
NPR listeners might expect from Brazil- 
ian folk-pop. Inexplicably, it also omits a 
wonderfully sepulchral reading of the 
Goth-spiritual "IWanna Be Ready." 
(Why? I dunno— maybe because bare- 
foot. Third World roots artists aren't sup- 
posed to sing in English?) If the record's 
diiegao artistica wasn't Caetano 
Veloso — a Brazil-pop guru weaned on 
Sgt. Pepper— one might be less inclined 
to question the makeover. Rodrigues's 
indigo soul is no less breathtaking for 
the changes. But the domestic release of 
Soi Negro is a different record, less 
coherent and thus less compelling. 

Vulufio's old clony Tom Z6, now in Ills 
60s, was never mistaken for a barefoot 
Third World roots artist, vmting songs 
equally inspired by linguistic theory and 
ad jingles, and art directing LPs with 
marble-plugged anuses on the front cover. 
Fabrication Defect is a concept album that 
has something to do with slum-dwelling 
androids, global politics, and the subver- 
siveness of dance music. But Ze is less 
interested in computer-driven DJ music 
than in recomputing the quantum 



rhythms of samba, fono, and cboro. The 
result is a quiet storm of guitars, man- 
dolins, and triangles that chatters like a 
close encounter between a music box 
and a cuckoo dock. Like Beck, he's got a 
thing for Ixith donkey brays and dub, and 
while this album is more unplugged than 
1992 's The Hips of Tradition. Ze stills 
finds space for the occasional power tool 
interlude, old Dada softie that he is. 

Folk-art and industry can also be found 
sitting aroimd trading quips on La 
Uorona, the debut by 25-year-old drama 
queen Lhasa De Sela. A model of the post- 
national folkie, she was bom in the 
Catskills, raised in Mexico, and currently 
records her mongrel rancheras in the 
cliilly meltmg pot ol Montreal Her music 
is naturally itinerant: Hezmer clarinets 
ride over spaghetti- Western sound- 
scapes, pedal steel coyotes wail outside a 
Brecht/Weill cantina, and radiator pipes 
clang over Spanish sibilants that splay 
Uke Tori Amos's knees. Lhasa's young- 
Medusa aichetyping reportedly went over 
big at Lilith Fair, and I'm not surprised. In 
alt-pop's globestylin' world, fans know le 
mot juste when they hear it — even if they 
don't knovir exactly what it means, h 
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mentality actually inspires a higher grin 
response than the professional piss-taking 
of Luke Vibert and Squarepusher. 

The album title You've Come a Long 
Way, Baby seems born of the "Ten Years 
of Rave' nostalgia that in the absence of 
any truly dynamic new subgenres, has dom- 
inated Brit dance culture all year. Cook 
channels the spirit of '88 on a couple of 
acid-doused tracks-the supersquelchy 
stomp of "Love Island" and the ckising "Ackf 
8000," which dissolves, disorientingly, into 
a miasma of smeary sirens. 

The record's one other standout, "Praise 



You," is equally indebted to a bygone 
period: the fleeting. Primal Scream-cen- 
tered Utopia of 1991, when It felt like rock- 
'n'roll had miraculously caught up 
with rave music. Awash in faux-gospel 
vocals'n'piano and Screamadefca-style 
bleached -out sunniness, it's also the clos- 
est Fatboy has come to heart-on-sleeve 
emotion. It's the sweetest moment 
on ybuVe Come a Long Way, Baby, not 
least because, as an unexpectedly suc- 
cessful instance of canon expansion, it 
suggests Norman Cook could go a long 
way further, dcnnisum 
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^es. a dnim machine stutters through a cou- 
ple of tracks on the new R.E.M. album, and 
ttiere's some au courant synthesizer drone. 
But contrary to advance rumors, Up does 
not chronicle new adventures in digital-age 
programming or avant-garde dissonance. 
In fact it sounds a lot like an R.E.M. album. 
The most shocking move here is the band's 
decision to keep plugging away after drum- 

. mer Bill Berry's early retirement (something 
the four musketeers swore they'd never 
do). Soon after the break Stipe sheepishly 
ruminated, "Are we still R.E.M.T I guess a 
three-legged dog is still a dog, it just has 
to learn to run differently." 

If Monster was the Return to Rock and 
the reconded-on-the-road New Adventures 
in Hi-Fi was the Return to Spontaneity, Up 
is the Return to the Studk). (Perhaps Retreat 
Is closer, as they've all but permanently 
sworn off touring.) But this latest move suits 
R.E.M., as it's a return to the cradle (if not 
womb) of their creativity. Their first album, 
1983's Murmur, infused garage-folk-punk 
with shamanistic frenzy; trailing svinriing ten- 
drils of echo and arpeggiated jangle, it made 
frat-rock psychedelic (thanks largely to tube- 
amp wunderkind producer Mitch Easter). 
Likewise, Up's spritfes of hazy atmosphere 
rehydrate the by-now crisply done R.E.M. 
sound. Coproducer Pat McCarthy (whose 
resume Includes Luna's last album) takes 
the edge off after a clean-cut decade of 
Scott Lift, and session musicians slather 




on rich, creamy layers. 

Yet the feel is fat-free. As its title implies, 
Up floats away from R.E.M.'s past moor- 
ings in weighty, enigmatic symbolism. Newly 
clear-eyed lyrics stare down illness and 
shame, or wink sidelong at love and fame. 
The first single, "Daysleeper," a lilting waltz 
that apparently conflates the plight of the 
jet-set pop star with that of the international 
securities trader, is by-the-book R.E.M.: a 
low-risk investment in a volatile music mar- 
ket Up's more successful tracks remind 
you that for the Athens iconoclasts, culling 
from other artists is often a paradoxical dec- 
laratKHi of independerxs. The drum-machine 
ditties "Hope" and "Why Not Smile" recall 
the Magnetic Fields; "You're in the Air" has 
the fragile, stirring mutability of late Talk 
Talk. There are even two convincing, it 
behind-the-curve. Pet Sounds knockoffs: 
"Parakeet" and "At My Most Beautiful." 

Up's lushly arranged tunes show off Stipe 
at his most er, beautiful; narcissistk; retreat 
into private space, a self-indulgence for 
some celebs, is a necessity for him. Brack- 
eting a few relapses into martyrdom (most 
glaringly "Falls to Climb": "Someone has to 
take the fall / Why not me?"), this time rourid 
we squirm with Stipe, not at him. The album's 
strongest songs, "Suspicion" and "Dimin- 
ished," t>oth viljes-laced ballads, convey the 
sort of timid hesitancy it actually takes a lot 
of confidence to lay bare. Not a bad trick 
for a three-legged dog. sauymcob 
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On the lyrical tip, sleeping on Southern 
soul-hoppers OutKast is worth a backhand 
head-smack. Not as spiritual as compadres 
Goodie Mob— they'd rather conversate 
over a game of spades than quote Marcus 
Garvey— Dre and Big Boi's streetcorner 
signifying offers listeners more than just a 
good head nod. 

And therein lies the contradiction. 
Namely, that many (if not most) of the plea- 
sures of OutKast's third album are of the 
head-nodding variety. Not to mention the 
melody-humming, vintage-live-grooves- 
sounding, homemade-peach-cobbler-for- 
the-ears variety. OutKast understand the 
power of sound the way, say. Sly under- 
stood it on There 's a Riot Gain ' On or 



P-Funk did on "The Motor-Booty Affair," 
and so they've crafted some of the most 
seductive and dreamadelic textures this side 
of, well, the last OutKast album. "Spot- 
tieOttieDopaliscious" grafts a kicked-back 
barber-shop nanalive to a blunted Scratch 
Perry-meets-Stax soundscape, and the 
infectious "Rosa Parks" sets a new stan- 
dard for hip-hop rap-alongs. 'Liberation," 
tfie album's centerpiece, finds the pair jug- 
gling their public and private selves ('To 
have a choice f o be wrfio you want to be / Is 
left up to me') over a pensive piano and a 
haunting female chorus. For OutKast the 
Southemizaton of hip-hop isn't a question 
of wfien or even if-to them we're all one 
nation under a drawl, tony green 
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Dearest Christian, 
I 'm So Uery Sorry For 
Bringing VouHere. 
Loue, Dad 
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H figures that as pop ac:t8 poop out electronica 
and as rappers sample vrack »*ite folks, one 
sampling duo would drop the sweet sound 
bites and pump up tfie acoustics. Ever a\nce 
they spun Spandau Ballet into a sugary hip- 
hop confection, P.M. Dawn have made a 
career out of being contrary. While gangsta 
set its bad self on a killing spree. Prince Be 
and J.C/the Eternal crafted dainty ballads 
and praised Jesus. Their experimental fabu- 
lousness is in direct conelation to their wimpi- 
ness: The farther Be and his behind-the- 
scenes bro have pushed the envelope of 
male sensitivi^ ttie more P. M. Dawn get son- 
ically radical. 

Dearest Christian continues the live instru- 
mentation transformation that began with 
P.M. Dawn's sole second-rate CD, '95's 
Jesus Wept. Whereas that album revolved 
around a 'Christ Consciousness* that lev- 
eled out Be's enticing mood-swings and 
softened his substantial songwriting chops, 
this extended parental love-letter is beauti- 
fully conflicted. 'My insanity tries to be infor- 



mal / I can't defirw it 'cause I've never had it 
normal," tfie mushy guy admits in the album's 
electronic prayer and thesis track, "I Hate 
Myself for You." Love tears him apart as he 
holds back the demons from screwing up 
his family line's next fragile child. 

That's mighty profound for a pop song, 
and white the wondrous complications work 
on the album's starkest cut, Be's words 
elsewhere get mighty muddled. But clar% 
isn't his intention— it's emotional reality, 
whk;h is always messy. Be manages to com- 
plk^te the simple song of another buttered 
popcorn mystic, Marc Bolan, on the swag- 
gering 'Art Deco Halos"; he skips through 
20th century devils from Jerry Springer to 
Styrofoam during "Male-Bopp Regurgita- 
tions"; and he constructs the album's cli- 
mactic damaged-childhood song-cycle 
"Untitled" with a mekxik: finesse even Elliott 
Smith can't tap. Pop's cosmic soul Tele- 
tubby can sing convoluted baby talk till he 
turns purple and his shit woukJ still be cool. 
■MiRYMntnas 
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The Shredder 



Tmenty-three albums. Tuienty-fiue sentences. No mercy 
by Joshua Clouer 



So many questions. Whatcha Gonna 
Do, wonders West Coast rapper J«fl^o 
Felony (Def Jam). Well, for starters I'm 
gonna eject your boring-ass disc; ttien 
I'm going to pop Digital Underground's 
Who Got the Grav'y?(Jake) up in there 
because Oakland still flows like that. 
Ruth Ruth want to know<^re You My 
Friend? {RCA); hell, I'll marry them if they 
keep making songs such as "Condition" 
and "Chemical Peel." Everybody wants 
to know Why Do Fools Fall in Love 
(Eastwest), and good answers are all 
over this Missy Eiiiott soundtrack, 
including her duets with Busta Rhymes 
and Melanie B. Spice, and a track by 
her kid Nicole Wray, who is no Frankie 
Lymon, but is a genuine teenager. 

In fact, Nicole's debut record. Make 
It Hot (Gold Mind), makes Pick of the 
Month; her urgent voice over Missy's 
ominous tracks builds a love jones if 
you're feeling sinister. No less juvenile 
and almost as fun is the Jad Fair & Yo 
La Tengo one-off Strange But True 
(Matador), because the world needs 
a supermarket tabloid rock opera. 
Oasis, The Masterplan (Epic): B-sides, 
C-minus, 0-luded. But Marianne Faith- 
fuH's A Perfect Stranger (Island) is 
only a cabaret fetish past perfection; 
she's bitterness' sweetheart. 

Mysteries of the Ivy League: 
Shouldn't some Brown economist 
have told grad Duncan Sheik not to 
reinvest last year's profits in a string 
section for his sophomore slump 
Humming (Atlantic)? And where was 
the Yale history department when 
Mary Cutnifello started channeling 
Rod Stewart on her debut, When the 
Night Is Through (Mercury)? Strange- 
ly, she makes pretty good brown- 
eyed-girl blue-eyed soul. On Isola 
(RCA), Sweden's Kent seem to have 
learned English from listening to 
Smashing Pumpkins records; a 
tragedy of the international market- 
place. Knapsack are also B.O.R. 
(Billy Oriented Rock), but much 
heaHhier; they seem to have solved 
that nasty bloating problem. Cool title 
bonus: This Conversation Is Ending 
Starting Right Now (Alias). 

Judging from Whitey Ford Sings the 
Blues (Tommy Boy), Everlast is a wack 
rapper who listens to Creed. Vanilla 
Ice, back with Hard to Swallow (Repub- 
lic), is a wack rapper who just doesn't 



listen. I'd suggest hooking up these two 
flip-your-wiggas for a novelty act, but It 
turns out the name 'Insane Clown 
Posse" is already taken. Fiipmode 
Squad aren't half as weird as Busta, but 
The Imperial (E\ektra) brings big-ass 
bump for the boulevard; So So Def 
Bass All-Stars continue to show and 
prove that Georgia is the real 808 state 
on Vol. Ill (So So Def). And Kate & 
Anna's McG-funk posse runs deep: The 
McGarrigle Hour (Hannibal) rolls out 
various Wainwrights, a Ronstadt, and 
Emmylou Harris to explore the mysteri- 
ous border between corn and flake. 

Portishead's live disc PNYC (Lon- 
don) explores the virtues of seeing truly 
elegant wallpaper in concert, while Big 
Beat label Wail of Sound's sampler 
Bustin ' Loose (Ultra) is wallpaper for the 
dance floor at worst, and clumsy Cold- 
cut at best. Feng Shui by Q-Burns 
Abstract Message (Astralwerks) is 
more like weatherproofing for the sleep 
chamber, keeping things weirdly dry 
and dreamy all at once. Behind the really 
achy song "Calendar Pages," 764- 
Hero's Get Here and Sfay (Up) is a 
cool glass of lo-fi, rebuilt to spill. Merrll 



Her guitar gently weeps: 

Portishead's Beth 
* Gibbons strikes a chord 
with the audience. 



Bainbridge's Between the Days 
(BMG) is just plain adorably slight, like 
Jane magazine but without all that read- 
ing. Ten years ago, Furslkle would have 
sounded just plain odd; if Adventure 
(Virgin) is the pop hit it deserves to be, 
it's further proof we are living in strange 
and marvelous times. B 
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CHEF AID THE SOUTH PARK ALBUM 

ST*H, KYLE, CUrtHAH AND KENNY COME TOCETHW Wm MUSICS BIGCEST 
SUPtRSTAIJS AND THE COOLEST CUTTtNG-fDGE BANDS TO HELP OUT CHEF AFTER HE 
UNOS ON THE tVf?ONG SIDE OF THE UW. THE RtSVJUINC BENEFn CONCEfTT IS ONE OF 
THE MOST MEMOI?ABLE MOMEJrrS iN MUSICAL MSTORY 



FEATUfflMG: 



DEVO 
EITOM JOHN 



MEilTtOAF 
RANCID 



IKETURNEI? PRIMUS 
ISAAC HAYES RICK JAMES 
JOESTRUMMER HrEEN 

MASTER P MTYCLEFJEAN 
PLUS MANY MORE SURPRISE GUESTS! 



iU^O AMUBU FOR THE FIRST IIME ARE EVOmMeS 

BMrORTTE CLASSIC SOUTH nunc TUNES 
PERFORMED BT CHEC KENNY, SUN, KYU, AM CARTMAN. 

OUT NONT ON CO AND CASSETTL M STORES EVERmHERE 

am sovmt rapk volumes i-6 on yweo and am nato. 
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AVAIUBLE AT ALL 
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ICE CUBE 

HUE... 

War&Peace-Uol. / (War) 



Lench Mob/Phoiity 
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In a few months Straight Outta Compton 
turns ten. Feel old yet? Ten years since gang 
colors, nines, and how-low-can-you-go 
bass replaced. ..well, nearly everything for 
a while there. Dr. Ore's legacy is obvious: 
For better or worse, we've been feelin' The 
Chronic everywhere from TimbalarxJ's beat- 
scapes to the No Limit army Ore's foiroer 
N.W.A colleague Ice Cube was blessed 
with one of hip-hop's truly great voices, 
sometimes putting weaker rhymes over with 
sheer phrasing alone. His solo career has 
been mercurial— all of his albums have been 
by turns phenomenal and pointless, vision- 
ary and reactionary. 

1998 certainly started out great for Cube. 
"We Be Clubbin" was this summer's most 
unexpected ode to mackin', an exultant, 
bouncing joint from a guy not known for 
same. It was as if that shy half-smile Cube 
shows occasionally on the silver screen had 
been given its own song. Unfortunately, War- 
time first installment of a planned two-album 
set (Peace breaks out in early 1999)— is all 
Call thump and old school gangsta-isms. 
The production isn't beats by the pound so 
much as beats by ttie ounce: a cleaner, more 



refined cut, maybe, but nothing revolution- 
ary The title track, however, features No 
Doubt's "Don't Speak" morphed into a dron- 
ing chorus ("War'n'peace togethah / 
Alwaaaaays"): casting Compton as the real 
Tragk; Kingdom is pretty damn inspired. And 
"Ghetto Vet" is vintage Cube-as-joumalist, 
a vivid account of a banger paralyzed by 
"Two youngsters... / One on the pedals, the 
other on the handlebars." Our hero ends 
up with a shell in his spine and his legs like 
toothpicks, wondering where it all went 
wrong, but unashamed of his lot 

But such lyrical focus is nearly absent 
on the album. "F— Oyin" asks us to "Join 
the party / 1 can provide the army," but one 
is hard-pressed to find a reason to sign up 
(other than the background riffing courtesy 
of Korn). Mostly, War seems phoned-in, as 
if it's merely the precursor to something 
bigger (Cube says Peace will t^e unlike any- 
thing he's ever done before, but you could 
have figured tfiat out from ttie title). Ice Cube 
came from greatness, and most likely has 
greatness ahead of him. Cutting him slack 
would be a mistake; writing him off would 
probably be a bigger one. joe gross 




"I bless the day lhal R&B musk: met Np-hop," 

mutters R. Kelly in an aside during "Dollar 
Bill," a duet with feisty Foxy Brown that comes 
79 minutes into this sprawling double CD. 
On his fourth album, the dude with fhe shades 
and shiny pate juggles street and schlock, 
Foxy Brovm and Celine Dion, smoove-groove 
erotomania and anguished contrition. Pro- 
longed exposure may leave you wondering 
if he isn't actually schizophrenic. 

The heart of the record is its neo-deep 
soul ballads, most of which are variations 
on Sparkle's superiD Kelly-produced sum- 
mer hit "Be Careful." "One Man," "When a 
Woman's Fed Up," and "Don't Put Me Out" 
may all be roughly the same song, but there's 
a shivery melancholy in Kelly's creamy love- 
man implorings that raises R. high above 
new releases from cocksure hacks Keith 



Sweat and Gerald Levert At his best, Kelly 

taps into a strain of sorrow missing from so 
much '90s RiB, which has traded Baptist 
passion for upward mobility and slick, self- 
regarding mannerism. The 30-year-old 
Chicagoan may hie less retro-rooted in tra- 
dition than O'Angelo and Maxwell, but he 
clearly knows his Al Green and Norman 
Whrtfiekl. On "Down Low Double Life," com- 
plete with vinyl crackle, Kelly sings of hav- 
ing hot grits poured on him; "Reality" echoes 
Paul Riser's orchestrations on the Tempta- 
tions' "Papa Was a Rolling Stone." 

Set against these small marvels of vul- 
nerability are more predictable examples of 
what Usher calls "hip-hop soul pop," char- 
acterized by tired drum programs, licks pil- 
fered from old Isleys and Zapp tracks, and 
an unhealthy preoccupation with Kelly's own 
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Singles by Charles Aaron 



MTV Video Music Award memories: Madonna, starring as the steamy single-mom- 
next-door in a rave remake of Summer of '42; a mercurial performance by Courtney 
Love's cleavage; the painful transformation of Beastie Boy Adam Yauch into Michael 
Stipe; and our mellow man Mase, wtio, for no reason wtiatsoever, informed a skittish 
Jennifer Love Hewitt that she could call him 'Mr. Frosty." Ain't life a gift? 



DeeJa^ Punk-Roc, "Far Out" 
(lndep«ndi«nte/Eplc) 

Twitching like the Bomb Scjuad after 14 
douhle lattes. this enigmatic ex-Marine 
from Brooklyn and his unidentified rap- 
ping sidekick can't decide if they want 
to goof on hip-hop, or hold it to a higher 
standard, or both. For the remix. Big 
Beat whizzkid Rasmus artfully cuts up 
and stretches out the absurd, jumping- 
bean groove until it actually gets sensu- 
al for a second 

Groorarider, "Rainbows of Colour" 
(Columbia) 

Over several recent DJ sets. Grooverider 
conducted bass-bludgeoning calisthen- 
ics like a drill sergeant in jungle boot 
camp. His first American single release 
is still rigorous, but it's also elaborately 
disorienting (unlike, say, 4 Hero's fussy, 
cold fusion). Distorted bass patterns 
suffuse your bones, drums subtly ham- 
mer like nails on a distant tin roof, a 
muted trumpet flashes by and vanish- 
es, Bjdrk-like vocals wall soulful gibber- 
ish in your ear. Forget the Ecstasy, any- 
body got a Dramamine? 

Marilirn Manson, "Th« Dope Show" 
(Nothing) 

Popular music's most sincere, well- 
meaning role model. And unfortunately 
for the Christian right, he's finally 
recorded a song that can be hummed by 
someone other than a hysterical 14-year- 
old with purple hair who wants to dis- 
embowel his stepfather. 

Modest Mouse and 764-Hero, 

"Whenever You See Fit" (Up) 

The 15-minute original was an endear- 
ingly whiny, bongloading sleep-over 
with Pavement and Built to Spill records 
scattered all over the living room floor. 
But the B-side remixes (by DJ Dynomite 
D and Sientific American) sneakily pull 
out the rug so that it feels like you're 
floating in an indie-rock deprivation 
tank, with bass and drums skipping off 
in strange new directions. 

AtOOdymann, "Sunday Moming" / -Track 
Four" (Planet E) 

Detroit's latest unclassifiable DJ auteur, 
Moodymarm lays dovim mesmerizing, 
almost elemental house beats, then pro- 
ceeds to haunt your subconscious with 
shady jazz routines. On the A-side. his 



oddball keyboard riffing plays off the 
sultry purrs of saxophonist/vocalist 
Norma Jean Bell until you're not sure 
whether to dance. sUp into something 
more comfortable, or see a therapist. 

Noreaga, "SuperThug" 
(Penalty/Tommy Boy) 

A 2pac-worshiping, sub-DMX loose 
screw from Queens, Noreaga is the guy 
who screams "Whutl Whut! " at passing 
cars for kicks. And on this Neptimes pro- 
duction, his unhinged rasp (he rhymes 
"English Charmel" with "cocker 
spaniel") plays foil to an insanely boingy 
electric piano, wall-shaking drumbeat, 
and crooning diva who sounds like she 
wandered in from another song entirely. 
It's a headrush of pure nihilistic chaos. 




Chain male: 2pac-worshipplng loose 
screw Noreaga. 

Stardust, "Music Sounds Better With 
You" (Vkiki); Les Rh|rthmes Digitales, 

-Jacques Your Body- (UKra/Wkl of SowkI) 

Daft Punk's hipster appeal was that they 
revived disco— that reputedly over- 
refined, extravagantly dead gerue — so 
that it sounded as spunky and D.I.Y. as 
early indie rock (hooked up to a booming 
techno backbeat, of course). Here, the 
duo's Thomas Bangalter, a.k.a. Stardust, 
plays more by the bouse rules, giddily 
massaging a Chic guitar tiff and drop- 
ping in a breathy "ooh baby" chorus 
that's straight out of a Fire Island hot 
tub. More of a blast is the latest from (el- 
low Frenchman Jacques Lu Com, a.k.a. 
Les Rhythmes Digitales, a skirmy. Dame- 
haired 20-year-old with a bag full of 
sassy/trashy funk ditties and '80s synth 
hooks (given a breezy, digital makeover, 
of course). 

AddrasMS: Planet E, 139 Cadillac Squaje. Detroit. 
in 46226; Ultra. 588 Broadway, suite 1003. New 
Yotk. NY 10012: Up. PO Boi 21328. Seattle. WA 
98111-3328 
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TheSawDoctors 

The Brand 
New Album 





'One of th« woitd's most 
aiHMftltna TOOt<;-mAk oulfHs.' 



^ Paiailigm Recoids. £7 living Place Soutll, 3rd iMi; NY, NY 10003. 
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The disc is mini. 
So whaf s the big noise about? 



Bony calls it MD — 
MiniDisc. 

Maybe you've seen 
the ads for it. 
They're gorgeous. 
But frankly, they 
don't tell you much. 

For example, you can 
record an entire album 
onto MiniDisc or make a 
"hits" mix of your 
favorite songs, and then 
add, delete or move songs 
around without having to 
start all over. 

There's a lot more, too, 
and Crutchfield is where 
you'll find it. Just go to 
our website or call for our 
free catalog and see. 




Crutchfield — 
authorized website and 
catalog for Sony, Sony MiniDisc, 
and virtually every other top audio 
and video brand, too. 



on the web: 

www.cnitclifield.com/ind 

or call for your FREE catalog : 

Home Audki- Car stereo -Video- Home Ttieater 1*888-292-2587 toll-free 



CRUTCHFIELD 
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JOHN COLTRANE: THE CLASSIC QUARTET - 



COMPLETE IMPULSE! S T UD I O R E COR D I NGS 

John Coltrane, pefliaps the most profound and kifluential jazz 
musician ever, vwtth his great '60s quartet of McCoy Tyner, 
Jimmy Garrison, and Etvin Jones — the incomparable legacy 
of the band Is documented as never before: 



• 66 tracks on 8 CDs — all 20-blt remastered 
' Seven previously unreleased tracks 

' 100-page txxMet with extensive Hner notes and rare photos 

• Housed in a sutilime metal slipcase 



M>0«.2M ftCO M( 



I 





The ultimate Coltrane retrospective. 
An exceptional gift for new fans and 
hard core devotees alike. 
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wealth and fame. The mix of megalomania 
and paranoia on "V.I.P." and "The Chase- 
puts sometime-Kdly cJient Michael Jackson 
in the shade, while hymns to lucre such as 
"Only the Loot Can Make Me Happy" sound 
very much the wrong side of ironic. 

One of R.'s more apt titles is "Etcetera": 
Whittled down to a single CD. the album 
would actually be a huge advance on Kelly's 



previous releases. Then again, we'd prot>- 
aljly have lost oddities such as The Opera," 
a QO second track in which Kelly deploys 
a hilarious Gilbert and Sullivan baritone In 
the sennce of lines such as "Enter into my 
room / Dim the lights and hop right into bed 
with me." 

Watch for that Pavarotti duet on Kelly & 

BAKNCY HOSKYNS 




DEEP DISH 



JunkSclencB 



Detonstruction/Rrlsta 




House duo Deep Dish are etedronica equiv- 
alents of American expatriates like James 
Bakiwin and Gertrude Stein, the difference 
k)eing that the speed of transatlantic air travel 
turns that romantic image into something 
more like oontirHjal jet lag. Ignored and under- 
valued in America (except in the nanow realm 
of U.S. house cognoscenti), producers 
Sharam and Dutifire actually still /ive in Mary- 
land, txjt sfwnd most of their time spinning 
across the AUantkx 

Following the luscious compilation Pen- 
etrate Deeper, and their distinctive remixes 
for the likes of Janet Jacltson, Pet Shop 
Boys, aiHj De'Lacy, Deep Dish's full-length 
debut is a rare feat of dexterity-at once 
floor-slammer, hooky pop album, and con- 
templative, ambient mood-piece. The 
evanescent "Morning Wood*— a tieatless 



piece infused with Iranian influences- 
opens into the Everything t>ut the Girl col- 
laboration "The Future of the Future (Stay 
Gold),' wtiere staccato, edgy organ chords 
bubble to the surface and ttie bass line is 
stretched as thin as a paper cut. "Sum- 
mer's Over' glides on a wistful melody and 
a t>ass line that reverberates like a pebble 
skimming the surface of a frozen pond. 
Opening writh a three-minute intro com- 
posed only of ragged sax, nail-biting disco 
keys, and a Kick drum driven to the periph- 
ery of the mix, "Chocolate City (Love 
Songs)" is an exemplary instance of the 
way house music relies on space and sus- 
pense for its power. Junl< Science serves 
as a reminder that soul never died, it just 
found a new place to dwell: deep house. 

TIHIUSieTT 




GOO GOG DOLLS 
Tinr... 

Dizzy Up the Oil 

IRBIl... 

UlamerBros. 
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Anytx>dy got a problem with "Iris"? If so, 
woe t>etide you. The Goo Goo Dolls' 
breakthrough movie anthem set an 
industry record as most-played single on 
multiple formats in any given week since 
stats this horrifying have been kept. "Iris" 
was the Dolts's invitation to the Ball, 
transforming ten-year-old Buffalo road 
dogs into alt-rock Cinderellas overnight. 
And what happens to heart-sleeve punks 
when they become players? Having 
watched their evil stepsisters, the 
Replacements, try and fail to fit their 
eccentricities into the square hole 
of success, the Dolls prove more 



amenable: Dizzy Up the Girl is a 
marketing department's dream, this 
year's Soul Asylum with the edges filed 
off its power pop and metalloid stomp. 
The Dolls' passionate ordinariness, 
once their charm, is an all-too- 
evident limitation here— all the more so 
when singer/guitarist (and burgeoning 
hearthrob) Johnny Rzeznik feels the 
moment upon him and attempts dead- 
beat wisdom ("See the young man sit- 
tin' in the old man's bar / Waitin' for his 
turn to die"). In the hands of modest tal- 
ents, melancholy turns colicky instead. 

MARK LiPAGE 



Ci.; 




eavmg together awkward basement 
funk, drunken nightclub vamps, and 
two-chord CBGB punk with sappy bed- 
room electro-pop. Stereo Total are 
a trash aesthete's idea of heaven. 
Stereo Total play every known variant of 
lo-fi garage music, except polka. Their 
buoyant meta-pop reveals a common 
ground between the cutesy-pie, refer- 
ential dance-kitsch of Pizzicato Five 
and the inept, reverential swagger-punk 
of early Red Kross. With their self-titled 
stateside debut you can add their name 
to the groviring list of post-Stereolab 
(Stereo Total's name alone is a shout- 



out) rock dilettantes who elegantly mar- 
ry disparate genres— but don't let that 
scare you away. Instead of a clever the- 
sis, ST offer up songs. Short, inane and 
joyous-sounding, their tunes are sung 
In five languages. The faux-disco jaunt 
"C'est la mort' merges crazed vampy 
backing vocals with discarded kiddie 
synths, while the singer obnoxiously 
sings in French about caf^ au lait, the 
guillotine, life, death, and Napoleon. 
It's as close to the French national 
anthem as you're likely to want to ven- 
ture. (Bobsled, PO Box 6407 Aurora, 

IL 60598) MIKE MCOONIOAl. 



Now that bands of innocuous white 

boys have pillaged the pop charts, 
there's no room for momma-fearin' 
brothas such as Boyz II Men, who've 
fallen off so far even Puffy couldn't put 
them back on. So, following history's 
script, the only thing left for brothas to 
do Is pump some nasty into pop's lily- 
white ass. Hence Dru Hill's new single 
"How Deep Is Your Love," in which they 
ask "Do you really wanna fuck with a 
nigga like me?"— the result being that 
the Backstreet Boys can ask "Am I sex- 
ual?" and still sound virtiolesome. 

On the bulk of their second album, 
Dru resubmit their bid as contract 
providers of adolescent fondling fodder 
with romantic musings of the "swallow 
you like Reese's Pieces" sort On these 



slow jams, they're still squatters in the 
house that Jodeci built, mimicking K-Ci's 
moans and groans over updated 
Devante grooves. But Dru make you 
dance better than Jodeci ever did, lacing 
taut beats with jazz piano, mafioso 
strings, and lead singer Sisqo's synco- 
pated staccatos: "Ba-by you-know-that- 
l-like-K-when-you-call-me pa-pi." 

His boys are all competent, but with 
abs tighter than Usher's and hair the 
color of platinum dreams, Sisqo is hun- 
griest. You can feel it, whether he's 
doing that nasty rhythmic stutter or try- 
ing to make nice on the token Diane 
Warren and Babyface ballads. Sisqo 
makes it worth entering the Dru. But 
even after feasting on his hunger, you 
still ain't full, craigseymour 
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It's no secret ttiat Ehns Costello holds great 
crooning depressives sucti as Frank Sina- 
tra and George Jones in tofty esteem Painted 
From Memory can slump proudly against 
ttie bar alongside the Chairman's Only the 
Lonely and the Possum's Memories of Us. 
Magnificent bummers such as these tran- 
scend khaki ads, transporting listeners into 
deep worlds of hurt where manly regret 
over having really, really screwed up is 
transformed into anguish and, with any 
luck, action. It's music from "the darkest 
place," as the opening track has it, echo- 
ing Costello's creepy contribution to theX 
Files compilation, "My Dark Life": Secret 
snapshots taken within an empty house 
where the singer wallows in his "glorious 
distress" because "it's not a temporary frac- 
ture," she is "lost to me forever," and "now 
I have nothing." 

Costello, breaking In a new label by 
taking a break from his flagging sales fig- 
ures as a rocker, has discovered more than 
his own Nelson Riddle in 70-year-old Burt 
Bacharach. In addition to being a talented 
arranger, Bacharach was once a virtual hit 



machine v/hose signature Latinate horns, 
swooping strings, and female choruses 
have long served a sophisticated pop sen- 
sibility even more finely developed than 
Costello's. On Memory, Costello's mighty 
mouth— never more intimate on record- 
milks the drama out of exquisite melodies, 
melodies that peak before reaching the far 
side of the abyss or simply tumbling over 
the edge. 

The album's odd billing— what's with that 
demeaning "with"?— probably signifies 
Bacharach's longtime low profile on the 
current popscape. But I'd argue that it's 
Costello who's staning in a Bacharach pro- 
duction. Memory is never devoid of nos- 
talgia; when it comes to Bacharach coun- 
try, Costello is as much fan as collaborator. 
Memory's empty rooms sound expensively 
fumistwd in California carpets and curtains, 
accessorized by the occasional loungey 
guitar or sax break. A final teary cry into tfie 
night this album suggests a Malibu last exit 
only a handful of Valium, several tequila 
sunrises, and a short hike across the sand 
away. i»CHA»DGeHR 
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Mercury Rev have given up on noise. The 
band's debut Yerself Is Steam, was a prx)g- 
pop din, oozing vi#i enough harmony to make 
their okler siblings— Sonic Youth, the Ram- 
ing Lips, and My BkxxJy Valentine— drool with 
jealous delight Yerself and its follow-up, 
Boces, pitted t)ellowing guitars against pla- 
toons of melody (often supplied by Suzanne 
Thorpe's giddy flute). The band bragged 



about tfieir refusal to rehearse— as if to prove 
their primal grarxJeur was purely acckjental. 

But wfien Rev ringleader David Baker quit 
guitarist Jonathan Donahue took over, 
rerxxmcing rumbSng chaos in favor of orches- 
trated tranquillity, as heard on 1995's lovely, 
overlooked See You on tl)e Other Side. Don- 
ahue shines again on Deserter S Songs, craft- 
ing sober psychedelia that's more concerned 
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with beauty and realism than euphoria. It's 
an album of shameless good-byes: to Man- 
hattan, to love, and (most painfully) to not 
giving a shit. Successfully repressing his 
Sonic Youth tics, Donahue starts vvith goofy. 
Smile-era Beach Boys and heaps on even 
thicker strata of strings and brass than See 
You on the Other Side. "Goddess on a 
mway" Is this ex-Next Big Thing's best shot 
at a pseudo-hit It's bouncy Infectious, and 
spooky— a realization that love, like every- 
thing else unstable, has a half-life. 

The other Rev guitarist calls himself 
Grasshopper on TTie Orbit of Eternal Grace, 
his tunes are as catchy as Donahue's, but 
dizzier, less focused, and way apathetic. 
Grasshopper pines like your typk;al Indie boy. 



wondering wfiy his girt Is so uptight, and why 
she wont come back (despite his cfwalrous 
make-up offering: a box of Pop Tarts). He's 
sonk^ly playful, but the results are vaguely 
annoying: Casio beeSs are never cool, nor is 
rhyming '^pin" vnth '^tiwing." OrM's best 
moments come when Grasshopper distances 
himself from tf>e Rev sound, toying with to-fi 
electronica on "Univac Bug Track" and hazy 
hip-hop on "Silver Balkxxis." Still, It's obvi- 
ous that Grasshopper interxJed most of these 
songs for a Mercury Rev record; rumor has 
it that Donahue quashed that Idea It makes 
sense: Mercury Rev have never tjeen friends, 
but their gtorious discography proves that it's 
possible to have a f njltfully dysf unctkxial rela- 

tonship. tOSHUA WESTLUND 
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In America, Luke VIbert is t>est known for 
the topsy-turvy tomfoolery of his hyperki- 
netic dnjm'n'bass alter ego. Rug. But back 
In '95, operating as Wagon Christ he cre- 
ated Throbbing Pouch, an album that eas- 
ily rivals DJ Shadow's Endtroducing.... as 
a masterpiece of emotive, down-tempo 
sampladella Tracks such as "Scrapes' and 
"Phase Everyday" were latiyrinthlne mood- 
mosaics, enchanted audio mazes whose 
honeycomb chamtiers and Chlnese-whls- 
pery corridors teemed with scrofulous detail. 

If Tally Ho! isn't quite the equal of 
Pouch (on the right day, my favorite 
electronic long-player of the '90s), its 
first half displays Vibert's abilities In full, 
ear-boggling effect: his voluptuously 
textured and intricately muKI-tiered 
beats, his alchemist's flair for morphing 
cheesy sample-sources into bittersweet 
gold. "Fly Swat" weaves what was once 
probably sub-MantovanI hackwork- 
piano trills and easy-listening strings— 
into a tremulous tapestry of fleeting 
poignancy. On "Crazy Disco Party," 
revert>ed breakbeats sound simultane- 
ously crisp and hazy, and snatches of 
vocala are fed through the digital man- 
gier until they resemble a virtuoso per- 
formance on some yet-to-lje-lnvented 
stringed instrument of the 23rd century, 
or the burbling baby-talk babble of a 
creche on an alien planet As the title 
suggests, the net effect Is like the final 
few head-spinning minutes before 
passing out on the dance floor under a 
disco glitter ball. 

It's the next three tracks, though, that 
truly show off Vibert's unusual-in-elec- 



tronlca talent for tugging at the heart- 
strings. With Its swoony cascades of 
tingly keyboard notes and shimmerves- 
cent production, 'Tally Ho!" sounds like 
Prefab Sprout gone drum'n'bass, then 
goes absolutely bonkers with a wheez- 
ing and sputtering jack-in-the-box bed- 
lam of Hanna-Barbera jungle. "Memory 
Tower's perfumed fog of exotica man- 
ages to give that overused sample— Mal- 
colm McLaren's echo-chamber ulula- 
tlon at the start of 'Buffalo Gals"-an 
alien gravitas, closer to muezzin prayer 
wail than do-si-do. And "Shimmering 
Haze" Is a rhapsody in sky blue: a suc- 
culent squelch-synth motif, blossom- 
petal billows of flute, and a bass line as 
tender as the most forgiving dub reggae 
mesh sublimely, instilling the kind of 
beatific calm that comes with counting 
your blessings. 

Although the rest of Tally Ho! con- 
tains plenty of tantalizing textures, cun- 
ning beats, and sonic sleights. It some- 
times crosses the thin line between 
lightheaded and llghthearted, levltatlon 
and mere levity. Like his welrdy-beardy 

geektronica buddies Aphex Twin, p-ziq, 
and Squarepusher, VIbert has a weak- 
ness for wacklness, exemplified here 
by sniggering song titles such as 
"My Organ in Your Face" and the 
puerile porno-ad skit "Juicy Luke VIb- 
ert." Occasionally, the quirked-out 
sonic antics suggest jazz jester Spike 
Jones retooled as one-man-and-hls- 
machines rather than big-band leader. 
But overall, Tally Ho! constitutes one of 
1998's most potent arguments contra 
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the tired notion that electronic music 
is Intrinsically cold and emotionless. 
At his sentimenta/ and melodic best, 
Luke Vibert is simply one of the top 



songwrKers around, it's just that he's 
serenading us with beats and samples 
rather than vocal cords and chord- 
strum. SIMON RCTNOLOS 
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Endless is a collaboration between ex-Sui- 
cide singer Alan Vega and Finnish elec- 
tronic experimentalist duo Pan Sonic. Both 
trade in confror^tion, but from polarized 
perspectives: Vega via the hot physicality 
of performance. Pan Sonic from within the 
virtual headspace of cold cybernetics. 
Wisely, they've met each other halfway, with 
Vega emphasizir^ the percussive aspects 
of his raw phrasing, and Mil(a Vainio and 
Ilpo VaisSnen more extensively exploring 
reverb and the space between beats in a 
way they haven't on eariier records. The 
Finns quantize the idiomatic riddims of 
Americana to make Vega's Elvis-channel- 
ing quavers feel more at home, most effec- 
tively on the giddy ncxi-syncopation of "Baby 
Lips," the hellbilly stutter of "Fun In the 
Wonderland," the Hariey-rev of "No Home 



Kings," and the buzzed-out blues vamp of 
the title track. 

Endless often suggests Joy Division if 
Ian Curtis had survived his girl troubles: 
The flaccid snare rolls and handclaps on 
■Red Lights Dovm," the inexorable minor- 
key rumble of "Desperate Fa Tha Mirade," 
and the bone-dry desolation of "Disgrace" 
all recall JD's Gothic death-disco. But 
where Curtis's voice was so effective on 
wax, the recorded Vega isn't as potent 
divorced from real-time performance, 
stripped of the threatening presence of 
leather and spit. Still, thanks to Vainio and 
VaisSnen's sonic architectonics. Endless 
serves as Vega's belated revenge on at 
least two generations of Suicide copyists, 
finally trumping the cult of ck»vns like Trent 
Reznor. a.clee 
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Back when Jarvis Cocker was still exper- 
imenting with peculiar, off-key vocal stylings 
and had yet to develop his trademark 
kitchen-sink surrealism into lacerating 
social satire. Pulp functioned as some 
kind of kinky, weirdly lugubrious cabaret 
act Condensing the band's unenviably 
long wilderness period onto a double CD, 
Countdown works less as an excavation 
of lost great moments-though there are 
certainly a handful here— than as a con- 
text-providing oddity for Britpop's most 
relevant export. 

Some of Pulp's early songs too faith- 
fully evoke the paralyzing North of Eng- 
land dreariness that spawned ihem, result- 
ing in Countdown's disproportionately 
high number of claustrophobic dirges. 
But the collection does include three glit- 



tering milestones: "Little Giri (With Blue 
Eyes)." with its memorable cautionary 
refrain, "There's a hole in your heart / And 
one between your legs / You'll never have 
to wonder / Which one he's going to fill 
/ In spite of what he said": "My Legendary 
Girlfriend," a goose-pimply fever dream 
driven tiy equal parts lust, hope, and venom; 
and the title track, a skittish disco anthem 
in which Cocker worries that his life has 
reached its apex and will hereafter be a 
pointless downhill trudge. 'The time of 
my life," he sings, slightly panicked and 
without a trace of irony, "I think you came 
too soon." Classics in their own right, "Girl- 
friend" and "Countdown" laid the ground- 
wori( for Pulp's latter-day triumpfts; the rest 
of the album is an over-generous selec- 
tion of interesting failures. 
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What you're missing A pastoral album of 
minor accomplishments that add up to tremen- 
dous power when heard as a whole. 

Conclusion Belle and Sebastian are wimps, and 
proud of it 



What you're missing The album that best 
characterizes exactly what riot gml meant, and 
why it still matters. 

Conclusion it's probably dumb to predict the 
historical impact of a band just seven years after it 
flared onto the scene, but the music of Bikini Kill 
shows every sign of enduring. 



What you're missing More contempo club 
textures here than blues riffs, but Harvey still 
keeps the faith of rock'n'roll. 

Conclusion Looks like Harvey's in line to 
become Neil Young, Jr.-a rocker who's going to 
keep surprising us. and, more often than not, have 
something to say. 



What you're missing Self-produced by the 

most glamorous and hitherto least assertive 
Fugee, Miseducation pounds, bounds, clowns, 
and resounds. 

Conclusion An album as emblematically cool 
as Tarantino was in '94, Beck in '96, Comershop 
in '97. 



What you're missing An album that knows 
exactly how it's f ucked-up and makes music from 

the mess. 

Conclusion We keep forgetting; Is that hypocrisy 
or rock'n'roll? 



What you're missing If you're gonna sing 
about space-age alienation, you may as well go 
to the musical source: glam. 

Conclusion Artificiality— just the lip gloss 

Manson needs. 



What you're missing Smith's emergence 
from the underground-where he recorded three 
lovely, homemade indie-label soto albums— into 
universal, powerful work. 

Conclusion This is his happiest-sounding 
record to date, and his saddest, too. 



What you're missing The illest soundctash 
since the last time a B-boy crashed a George 
Romero film festival and refused to turn off his 
boom box. 

Conclusion Psyence Fiction represents death- 
meels-def. Peter Murphy would kill to sound so 
undead. 
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"Take Liverite before (and after) 
a night on the razz & get on with 
your life the next day...As though 
nothing has happened! Liverite 
boosts your liver's efficiency to 
such a degree that it can easily 
cope with the hangover-inducing 
toxins left by alcohol." 

RKOfflmended by Dr. DJ. Ableman, MbWijlll.D. 

"An excellent pniducl that protects the liver 
af>ainKt hepattitoxicity. Liverite hitth prevents 
and alleviates tlainaf;e to the liver caused by 
alcohol, toxins and medications." 

The NotufQl Woy to Detoxify and Oeonsei 
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"Grooveri er is the most important DJ in Drum 'n' Bass." - Spin 

"...the Godfather of Drum 'n' Bals." - Detour 

"Myst tries Of Funk- we're talking about 'Star Ti ek" samples 
forged < ver a murky film noir quality to this soun« track, full of 
grimy li\|b jazz licks, belching sub-harmonic bass ines, soulful 
fema4 croAiing, and Grooverider's harcL blazing trademark 
beatfe. Groovorlder, the Don of U.K. drum 'n' bnss." - Mixer 
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"AUIN NilTION" 

P>(GE 84: Vintage jersey, $29.95, at 
American Rag, Los Angeles. Diesel 
corduroy jeans, $99, at American Rag, 
Los Angeles, Diesel stores nationwide. 



PAGE 92: Nylon jacket, $340, T-shirt, 
$45, and nylon pants $190, all by Final 
Home, at Red Balls on Fire, Los Angeles; 
Traffic, Los Angeles; Antique Boutique, 
New York City; Rolo, San Francisco. 



Chicago. Vintage Missoni pants 
(with top not shown in photo- 
graph), $298, at Resurrection 
Vintage, New York City. 
P>16E 139: Jersey top, $350, and 
metallic scarf, both by Pace 
Rabanne, at French Corner, New 
York City; Lorenzo, Los Angeles. 
Ligia Stein lor Primal Stuff 
leather pants,$700,atPr\mai 
\ Stuff, New York City. 
1 1 R46E 140: Vintage sweater, $25, 
II at Filthmart, New York City. Mar- 
I I tin Margiela patchwork jeans, 
I 1 $31 0, at Blake, Chicago; Max- 
I I field, Los Angeles. 
. I I P>4GE 142: Yves Saint Laurent 
I I I Rive Gauche smoking jacket, 
•J^ ■ $1,685, at Yves Saint Laurent 

Boutique, New York City; Neiman 
Marcus, New York City; Saks Fifth 
Avenue, New York City. Paco Rabanne 
suit, $1,750, at French Corner, New 
York City; Lorenzo, Los Angeles. Erick- 
son Beamon rhinestone shoulder duster 
earrings, $175, at Ultimo, Chicago. 
P>tGE 143: Ligia Stein for Primal Stuff 
metal corset, and snakeskin shorts, at 
Primal Stuff, New York City. 



"STARDUSTID" 

PA61 138: Martin Margiela denim jacket, 
$565, at Barneys, New York City; Blake, 



■ TO BUT 

THIS R4GE: Seffa Freud ruffle blouse, 
$358, at Language, New York City; 
MaLex, Denver; Traffic, Los Angeles. 
Erickson Beamon chain mail necklace, 
$275, at Barneys, New York City. 
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ANNOUNCEMENTS 



OON'T WANT TO DISSECT? 
Needanaltemathn? 

The Science Bank has what you need 

e-mail aavsai@aol.com or call 
1-800-SAY-AAVS for free intormation 

"SAFE SEX GET PAiD"©MEN, 18-45yrs. 
SlOOO/wk Cash! Ail Races & States. Free 
•BlackBook" Offer Prvt. 212-631 -3694 or 
safesexgetpald.com 



AUDIO EQUIPMENT 



FREE Stereo Catalog 

Power ufi your or wxh i kidcin' tureo. or crwte the peHea 
ham dwtter tymm. For the hotten tiereo gear around, turn to 
In audk> txpcru at Cru«hMd.>M've got Sot hmt CO rtcertm. 
high pcrforrrunce tpeilcen and more, it prxes youM kM.wKh 
wrrice ttutl make fw irnde. Crucchfield makes it tasyl 
(MXo&tf. l400-9SS-9l»9,ext SP7 
online: wmw.crutchfield.cofn 

CRUTCHFIELD 



BOOKS & PUBLICATIONS 



"THE ANARCHIST COOKBOOK" Available againi 
$25 postpaid. Barricade Books. P.O. Box 1401 -B 
Secaucus.NJ 07096 



CABLE & ELECTRONICS 



CABLE DESCRAMBLER KIT 

Only $14.95! See ALL tfte channels. 
Why pay hundreds more? 
Call 1-800-752-1389 



CABLE TV BOXES/DESCRAMBLERS 
Fully Activate, Gels All Channels 
CLARK CABLE 1-688-S57-2978 



CLOTHING 



9mm CLOTHING 
www.9mmcatalqa.com 
DRESS NAKED 

ROCK T-SHIRTS -REAL CHEAP 
T.Amos- Korn - Cure - Nirvana - etc. 
Catalog $1.00 
Burning Airlines, S. Box 3757, 
Trenton, Nil 08629 



-^?^.KICKASS HIPPIE CATALOG 

^ '-j fOUNO OH OE*D IOU» AHt> MUCH MOBl 

GYPSY ROSE PO BOX 624 S 
RICHBORO. PA tS954 

Hi If nut WWW crpsvtosi CON 
WHOLESALE AVAIUBIE 




Classic BO'S "JUST SAY YO" ongreen t- 
stiirt. S- XL. send $1 0 to Pat Jac&on PO 
Box 3243 Ashland, OR 97520 Free S/H 
http://members.aol. com/dol(tawu 



For Information on how you too can 
advertise In SPIN Classified contact 
Ann David at 312.321 .7912 or fax 
312.321.7016 or write: 303 East Ohio 
23rd Floor, Chicago, IL 60611 



CONCERT INFORMATION 



AMERICA'S #1 

RIWK&Rm 



r///i/f/i74J 



Four ScAedutes for Om 600 Sa/nte 
Concerts by Area ■ U.S. & Canada 
The Latest Hews & Updates 
ArSst Mailing Addresses 



, ^^^^ 




.^'k'I -888-232-1 979 



011-592-1193 

mwTunowM LP fwppty U'Mlt U a«< PMniB 0 IL 



DJ EQUIPMENT 



FREE DJ & 
PRO AUDIO 



Hu|e selcctiH of pro |ur i( wirehoDH direct 
prim. E«ci better, we idd ootstagding valoe 
wiOi one-oi-ooe custoacr servUe, ni quality 
ifter-tbe-ule support. 13]-Pa|t Color Catalof! 



qeminr 

SONY 

ecroujn. 

/QLESIS 

(U)r>ioiMeEn 
SRolancf 
Numoric 

DENON 

Drier Oiiiie 
wn.pttl.cea 

rhc o;'s Chokt Sinn 7976 




Most Ordan Shippad out Sana Dayl 

1-800-672-4268 

Otrtslda of USA (714) •91-9914 

QPRO SOUND 
& STAGE LIGHTING 

1 1711 Monardi St Canlen Grove, CA 92841 



CONTEST 



FREE PHOTO CONTEST! 
0VER$56,000J)0 in 
prizes awarded annually 



Bnier ihis coinpL-tiium h> M.-ndmg ONLY 
ONK phniopraph in diic ol ihcsc categories: 
PL-oplc. Travel. Pels. Children. Sptms. Nature. 
Aciion. Huiiior. Ponrailure. («■ Other. Your 
photo inusi be a print (uniiKiunted). 8" x 10" or 
smaller, and scnl to: THE INTERNATIONAL 
EffiRARY OK PHOTOGRAPHY • Suite 550- 
3303 ' 10045 Red Run Blvd. • Owinf>s Mills. 
MD 21117* bnlnes must include your name, 
address, category, aixl title of photo on the 
back of your photn 



EDUCATION 



1 



SEND $2.00 FOR CATALOG 

iisunc H.27I oliAiin ustAiicH ma oi 
CALL TOLL FREE 800-35 1-0222 

RESURCH ASSISTANa S<rn,il»<i.fe»< 
11322 IJoto ««,. nm. Ik tngilgtWiS (mmtr m IHI 



hnD://www.research-assistance.cam 



FINANCE 



MONEY TROUBLES? OVERDUE BlUS? 

REDUCE INTEREST. CUT MONTHLY CREDIT CARD 
PAYMENTS, RESTORE CREDIT, NON PROFIT COM- 
PANY CAN HELP CALL 1 -W)0-SAVE-ME-2 



FUN STUFF 



GROW UGHTS « HYDflOPOMCS ' ORGAMCS 

Online Indoor/Outdoor Garden Supplies 
www,homeharvest.com 



HEALTH 



PENIS ENLARGEMENT FDA Approved vacuum pumps or 
surgical. Gain 1 -3". Permanent, Sale. Enhance erection. 
FREE Bractiures. Dr. Joel Kaplan (31 2)409-5557 
Liteit (lUitemont Into: 1-<NI0-97I>-PUMP (C.KAnii) 



HELP WANTED 



HOME TYPISTS 
PC USERS NEEDED. $45,000 INCOME POTENTIAL 
CALL 1-800-513-4343 
EXT.B-145e 

EASY WORKI EXCELLENT PAYI 

Assemble produds at Home Call Toll-Ftee 
1-800-467-5566 ext. 2566 



$1 ,000 WEEKLYI EASY WORKI 

Clerical & assembly worlc. Payctiecks Guaranteed. 
Free Details. Send SASE: PO box 5261-SN, 
Pittsburgh, PA 15206-0261 



INTERNET 



Over 2(0,000 CD's anilable! 

Order by 1 2pni EST shipped same day 
www,lowerrecords,com 
AOL = keyword: Tower 



INSTRUCTION 



RECORDING ENGINEER 
BROADCASTER 

RadioAV/Sports/Ntws/D|7IalkSho» 
Muslc/Mullimrdia/Uif-ilal/Vidoo/Film i 



Nn f-ipcni-ncc Required. ()n-Thc Job Training 
in Mjjiii l.iK-al Recording Studio> & RaditiH v 
St.iiions. (Jrciil 2nd career Piin-iinie, NiehLs. 
Weekends. Call for free video 1-80(1-295-4433 
rrcurding coiinection.com 



Full Sail is one of the most extraordinary 
cducaucnal experiences m the world, offering 
bands-on training m thirty-three cutting- 
edge studios, production suites and com- 
puter labs. Students learn on current gear , 
that is used in making toda]rs interactive 
games, CD's, movies, animations, con- 
certs. 3D graphics, sound effects and TV^ 
shows. The only thing more impressive than 
the focilities and equipment is th« long list of 
successes, credits and awards chat thou- 
sands of Full Sail grads have earned. 

800«226»7625 

www.fuiisaii.com 



Real Worid Education 



school of 
Audio-Film*Video*Oigitai Me^ia 
Game Design*Show Production 

3)00 Univ«rtr(y Blvd Winter Parlt. FL 32792 

Finar^cial aid ivnUble to those who qualify. Job plicement 

«intince Accredtwd b^ACCSCT 



You love music and want to 
make it a career 

We teach people who love 
music how to make it a career 
Let's talk. 




Recording Engineers 

SSL. Neve. Production. Hands on. 
6 month program 

Singers. Keyboardists. Guitarists. 

Bassists. Pr u iDjiietS 
Learn. Perform. Write Songs. Record. 
Programs from 3 monttis - 4 years 
Questions? 
iwww.tni.edu 
1-800-2SS-PUY or (213) 482-1384 



LEARN AUDIO RECORDMG 

• 12 Vftrk MiOKt Rnnnkng Piti^nm • liiirmfchipi 

■ RnaCKut Aid nn Qiuiiticd !miiimn ■ lUrxli-on TrainMif 

• Muk SoMin Fvikr • AlWabk TuiDcn 
lUrmud • SnaUQiMs 



CONSEJtVATORY OF RECORDING ARTS flf SCIENCES 

2300 East Bn»dway Rd. • Tempe, AZ 85282 



1 -800-562-6383 



Cr: 
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SPIN 



INSTRUCTION 



CREATIVE 
CAREERS 
FOR CREATIVE 
MINDS 

Computer Animallan 
Culirury Arts 
fashion Design 
Graphic Design 
Industrial Design Technology 
Interior Design 

Multimedia 
Photography 
Video Production 
Web Site Administration 

• Create an exciting 
and rewarding future at 
one of ttiese f6 locations 




POFTRY rnMTFST 



POETRY CONTEST! 



$48,000 

In prizes 
Awarded annually 



Sflnd one orlglrMj po«n 
20 HOM o* >•»• lo 



The Namnel utMVy 01 PCMU) 
Suite 16230 
1 Poenv Plau 
OMngshMl, MD21117 



Possible Publication »"»""">. 



POSTERS & PHOTOS 



CELEBRITY PHOTOSIMUSIC POSTERS - 
name favorites Send SASEto: PIX/SPIN, 
Box 20747, Houston, TX 77225 
Website - wnvw.photowrld.com 



• Financial aid available 
if qualified 



Altanl 

Dcnve 
l^orl Uudrrdal 
Houstoi 
Los Angple 
Minne«it 
New Von 
PliilaiWpH 
Pitlsburjj 
Phoeni 
Portlan 
San f ranciso 
Sduumbu^ 
Seallll 



PSYCHIC 



THE ARTINSTITUTES INTERNATIONAL' 



300 Sixlli AwtHie. Suite 800, Pitlsbutth. PA I522;.;59a| 
I .800. 592.0700 

www.aii.edu 

^Itw Art Institutei Internattondl*. Inc.. 1998 
All programs not available at all locations. SPIM 



SAMPLE OUR PSYCHICS 

Try It free, 1 •800-568-9573 
Aijultsover18 



LoM Happiness 

m^^l rnlli 10 lire BEST 
^^^^H/ PiychUi ,V(uiirrs of 
t'lf HffJrt, Oct ,4nsi4rrs 
W^^^^ Intm Psvchits Who Corf 



"" Asmxiw'CuiRMUM. 



AS LOW KS $1.93/MIN 

1-800-981-4138 



1-900-370-6112 

HRST 2 MIN FREE $3J9».^ 



INDIE RECORDS 




^ LOOKOUT! RGCORDS 

The fir^ to brmg you Green Day. Operatkxi tvy & Ranctdl 
Lookout! tias new tecofds by; Avait. Aurbe Christ. Blacl! 
Fortt, The Bomb Bassets, The Criminate, The Cfumbs. The 
Donnas. The Groovie Ghoulies. The Hi-Rves. The Mr T 
Experience. Partsy Division. The Phanlom Surfers, 
Pinhead Gynpowder. The Potatcxnen. Secvotron, The 
Smugglers. Squngun. Uranium 9 ^3(1. & ( Voung)PKXieers. 
•Send $1 (or catatog to: Lookout! Records Sp«r! c.v^. 
•PO, Box 11374 Berketey CA 94712-2374- / 
•Maltorber hodirw: 510-883-5971 >J^*" 
•Check oor website) www.lookouliecords.com 



RECORDS. TAPES, CDS 



Nctt*»erk Records . ffiff QAIMOG 

Sargh McLachljn, Delcnum, Autour Oc Lucf 
S*f<9le Gun Theory, Sully. WiW Slrawtwmn 
Downtosd. Tara Maclean. Skmny Puppy 
Soundtracks and Comptlationi 
Mention or inclydc ttiii Ml wiili your 



IMPORT CDSI ROCK, POP, METAL, ALTERNATIVE 

For atree catalog write to SILVERDISC MUSIC. 
1 9425-B Soledad. #272-SP, Santa Clarita, CA 91351 
visit our web site at http://www.silverdisc.com 




IMPORT S RARE CD, VIDEO CATALOGS 

All titles listed A-Z, thousands of titles avai)- 
atsle, huge selection rrwtal rock & pop, send 
want lists. Send $5 to COI. PO Box 2916. 
Acton, MA 0172<>6918, Ph/Fax 1-781-259- 
4371 , Personal cl)ed(S, MC. Visa.lnternet: 
http//:www.csnionlin6,com/cdl 
E-mail: cdrvideo@aol.com 





1 




To order back issues of SPIN send issue date ar cover description and $7 per 
copy (check or money order made out to ISI-SPIN) to: ISI, 30 Montgomery St., 
Jersey City, NJ 07302 Att: Back Issues. Or call 1-800-544-6748. Allow four to six 
weeks for delivery. 
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 
Causes Lung Cancer, Heart Disease, 
Emphysema, And May Complicate Pregnancy. 



